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| Earl ef ROSCOMON: | | 
In a LETTER to a FRIEND. 
„ oO 


u having heard that a great many 
; 2X9 Particulars concerning the Eife of 
the Earl of Roscomon, were once 


\ Accidents delayed; I have therefore 


you all. ſuch Certainties as may be depended upon, 
without entering into a Detail of Things that are 
4 oo52S5 6 t [2 
For a Perſon ſo remarkable, J muſt be plain in telling 
you, that all former Accounts fall very ſhort-of his na- 
tural and acquired Accompliſhments; the Writers con- 


tenting themſelves with te ing us (as they too frequently : 


do) that he was Born, and Died; with ſomething very 
dry and barren between, to ſupport the Henour of their 


Ee 
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Y. ventured, upon your Requeſt, to give” 


* 


- 


' promiſed to the Public by Dr. Che- 
word Dean of Gloceſter, but by many 


Narrative, as a true and faithful Hiftery. How deſpi- 


cable theſe Things are, in the Eyes of Men of Senſe a 
Spirit, you very well know; and I am ſure that I 


make but a poor Acquittal of my Promiſe, unleſs I went 


a little farther than they have done. | 
His Name is of very great Antiquity in Ireland, as 
Sir James Ware, and other Hiſtorians of that King- 


dom, will inform you. His Des in all Probability, 


Vol. II. were 
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e Honours, con * * Con- 
queſt of that Kingdom, and were originally Natives of 
England. The Earldom which he inherited, came to 
him by a long Deſcent, though, there does not ſeem: to 
be much of remarkable Note among them to acquaint 
the World, with," before his Timg': Since his Death, 
indeed, ſome Branches of his Family; who followed the 


Fortunes of the late King James, have made conſider- 


able Figures abroad, eſpecially: in the Army, wherein 
this Earl took his firſt Step to Knowledge and Fortune. 


It appears, that the Houſe he was deſcended from, were 


of the Roman Catholick Religion; but his Father “ be- 
ing very early converted from it, his Son WENTWoRTH 
was educated. in the Proteſtant , Perſuaſion. I ſhall paſs 


over the Particulars of his Youth, with. only mention- 


ing ane Story from Mr. Jonx AuBREY the Antiquary, 
which J leaye to the Credit of Vou and the Reader, not 


without obſerving, that the Relater was a well-informed 


tho! credulous Perſon. The Lord Roscouox, being 
1 Boy of ten pk of Aee, at Caen in Normandy one 
cc Da y WAS, As it Were, inadly extravagant-in playing, 
16 leaping, getting ode r the Tea-boards, &c. He aba, 


& von? to be ſober enough ; ; they ſaid, God grant this. 


i. Bades 110 ill Luck to. him: In the Heat of this extrava- 


« gant Fit, he cries out, My Father is Dead AJ Fort- 
« night after, News came from Ireland, that his Father. 
ce has Dead. This Account I had from My. Knolles, 


« avho abas his Governor and then evith him ; ; fince Se- 
* cretary to the Earl of Stafford: and 1 have beard his 
% Lord/hif's Relations confirm the ſame.” 


After the Death of his Father, it ſeems "Bu IG 


what Method was taken in his Education, tho' by a 
hint of Mr. Davpen” 7 it looks as if the Military Ler- 


| Vice, 


8 * 


ih "The La 1 FE "7 2 4 p 


— 


* 
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uncertain : 


 Roscomon firſt in Fields of Holinds known, 
Firſt in the peaceful Triumphs of the Gown ; 
He both MIxERVAS juftly makes his 'own.f 


That he was at Oxford, Mr. Wood makes plainly to 


appear, 5 and took his Degrees in Arts; but whether he 


was a Member of that Univerſity, or only compliment- 
ed them with a ſhort Stay there, is equally uncertain. 
He was nominated to be created Doctor of Laws in the 
Year 1683, when ſeveral other Noblemen || Proceeded 
in the /ame ; but what? perhaps was a Compliment. to 
their Birth, was directed to his Lordſhip's Bt how 
ever, he did not take that Degree. | 
The next Notice we have of Him, is, as a Fare" ; 
when, by. the particular Intereſt of the K1nc's Brother, 


the Duke of York, he was made Captain of the Band of 


Pen ſioners, and afterwards, Maſter of the Horſe to the 
Dutcheſs of Vor; both which Places he continued in, 
as I am aſſured, to the Time of his Death, contrary to 
the Reports of other Writers. 


To ſpeak of him as à Gentleman and a Poet, would 


be to enumerate all the good Qualities which the beſt 
of either ever enjoyed. In theſe States, though he ne- 
ver courted, yet he had the Applauie of all the knowing 
and judicious Men of his Time. Mr. WalLER and 
Mr. DRYDEN have ſpoke of him to ſuch an Advantage, 
that if his V uns were not left to juſtify their Opinion, it 
might, ſeem Flattery. Beſides them, he was acquainted 
with, and admired by all the Vits of that famous Ara, 


King, CHARLES the Second” nn and if we may be 
8 allowed 


12 


* 


6 9 


; 7 See his Vets, prefixed to his Lords e on 
Tranſlated Verſe. Lond. 4to. 1684. 

See Atben. Oxon. Vol. 11. Pag. 8 

|| Robert Bulkley, ſecond Son of Robert Lord Bulle, 
Viſcount Caſgels in Ireland; and Hen, Mordaunt, Fel 


of Peterborow. 


| Earl of RoscoMoON. + 
wice was his firſt Employment, but in what Degree is 
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'& .- _ The Lirs ef tbe 
allowed to gueſs from his Writings, Mrs. KA THERI NA 
PHiLLiPs, of the Female Sex, ſeems to have been his 
Favourite.“ But of all the Perſons whom he honoured 
with his Friendſhip, none was fo dearly intimate with 
him, as the learned and ingenious Dr. CnxTwoop. If 
you will be pleaſed to read that incomparable Copy of 
Verſes of His, before the E/ay on Tran/lated Verſe, you 
will be convinced what a near Alliance there was, both _ 
of Heart and Genius, between thoſe eminent Perſons. It 
it a great Pity that he does not, for he only can, give us 

a full Account of his Lordſhip's Life and Character. His 
Genuine Works are well known, + arid need no Re- 
commendation ; eſpecially, not that borrowed one of 
giving him an Applauſe due to another, as has been 
lately done, by an ignorant Editor, in aſcribing to his 
Lordſhip Two Poems, The Proſpect of Death, by the 
Reverend Mr. Pomfret ; and, The Prayer of Jeremy 
Paraphraſed, by Mr. Southcot. | 1 
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He wrote the Prologue to the Tragedy of Pour, 
. Tranſlated by Her from the French of Monſieur Cor- 
neille; and another Prologue ſpoken to the Duke of Tor- 
at Edinburgb, upon reviving one of her Plays. His 
Lordſhip alſo wrote an Epilogue to ALEXANDER the 
Great, when Acted at Dublin. Mrs. PHILLI PS (in a 
Letter from Dublin, Oct. 19, 1662.) gives him this 
Character: My Lord Roscomon is 4 very ingenious 
« Perſon, of excellent natural Parts, end certainly the 
« moſt hopeful young Nobleman in Jreland.” See 
LeTTERs from OR IN DA to PoLiArRChus, 1 2mo. Lond. 
1729. . | 
+ Beſides his Poetical Works, (vix. 1. His Tranſla- 
tion of Horace's Art of Poetry. 2. An Epay on Tran- 
ſlated Verſe. 3. Some ſmall Pieces) his Lordſhip, at the 
Duke of Ormond's Requeſt, Tranſlated into French Dr. 
Sherlock's Caſe of Allegiance, c. 1682. 
1 See Mr. Pomfret's Poems, Printed for E. Curl. 
See Miſcellanecus Poems and Tranſlations, Printed 
for B. Lintot. N i 


1 


\ 


I can tell you no more of him, but that he died in 


che Cloſe of the Year 2684, at St. Zames's, and was 


buried in Weftminfter-Abbey. His Character you may 
gather from the beſt Writings of his Cotemporanes ; 
where you will find him, in ſhort, a fine Gentleman, a 
fincere Friend, an univerſal-Maſter of the Sciences; and 
2 Poet whoſe Works, all that ever pretended to Poetry 


have inſured us, will laſt to the lateit Poſterity : For, as 


Mr. Pops ſays, in his Efay on. Criticiſm, 


Such wwas Roſcomon ! not more Learn'd than Good; 
With Manners generous as his Noble Blood; 

To him the Wit of Greece and Rome was knoxwn, 
And ev'ry Author's Merit but his own.. | 


J am, SIR, 


Strcerely, Yours, 


London, GEORGE SEWELL. 


Nov. 16, 1717. 
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| Mr. Dryden's Craracter of the Farl 


of ROSCOMON. 


HE Wit of Greece, the Gravity of Rome, 
Appear exalted in the Britiſo Loom; 
The Muies' Empire is reſtor'd agen, 
In Charles's Reign and by Roſcomon's Pen. 
Yet modeſtly He does his Work ſurvey, 
And calls a fnihed Poem an Essar ; 5 | 
B 3 For 
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Earl of Ros cOMON. $5 
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=S On Tranſlated Verſe. 


7 


6 His CHARACTER, 


For all the zeedful Rules are ſcatter'd here; 
Truth ſmoothly told, and pleaſantly ſevere ; - 
(So well is Art diſguis'd, for Nature to. appear.) 
Nor need thoſe Rules give Tranſlation light; 

His own Example is a Flame fo bright; 

That he who but arrives to Copy well, 

Unguided will advance; unknown will exce/. 

Scarce his own Horace could fuch Rules ordain, 
Or his own Virgil I ſing a nobler Strain. 

To what Perfection will our Tongue arrive, 

How will Izvention and Tranſlation thrive, 

When Authors »ob/y born will bear that Part! 

And not diſdain th' inglorious Praiſe of Art! 

When theſe Tranſlate, and teach Tranſlators too, 
Nor jr /i/ing Kid, nor any vu/gar Vow | 
Should at Apollo's grateful Altar ſtand ; | 
Neſcomon writes to that auſpicious Hand, ö 
Mus feed the BULL that ſpurns the yellow Sand.) 
Rofcomon, whom both Courts and Camps commend, 
Trae to his Prince, and Faithful to his Friend, x 


1684. JOHN DRYDEN. 


P. S. Dr. KxichrIy Chrrwoop, Dean of Gloceſter, 
Died in the Year 1728. And, it 4s greatly to be 
feared, his Memoirs, relating to the Earl of Ros- 
COMON, are loſt. ; 


1 
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* His Tranſlation of The Art of Poetry. 
t His Tranſlation of The Sixth Eclogue. 
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IINCE this Edition of the Earl of Roscomon's 1 
Works has been in the Preſs, the Publick has been | 
obliged with a-fine Edition of Mr. Wallen's Poems, by 
Mr. Fenton, who has likewiſe made ſeveral moit judici- 
ous Ob/ervations to illuſtrate the Writings of that excel- 
lent Poet and his Cotemporaries ; among whom, our. 
Author, not being the leaſt conſiderable, we ſhall here 
give ſome Particulars not known to us before, vis. 


Of my Lord Roscomon, ſays Mr. Fenton, I think I 
am enabled to give a fuller Account that has hitherto' 
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appeared, vix. | 

le was born in Ireland, when that was under the Ad- 
miniſtration of the Earl of Strafford, to whom his Lord- 
ſhip's Mother (deſcended from the Boyntons of Bramfion: 
in Tork/otre) was nearly related: And when He was 
Baptized, the Lord Lieutenant gave him the Sur-Name: 
of his own Family (MPentworth) 8 

His Lordſhip paſſed the firſt Vears of his Infancy in 
Ireland; but Archbiſhop Her having reclaimed his Fa- 
ther from the Church of Rome ; the Earl of Strafferd, 
apprehending that his Family would be expoſed to the 
moſt furious Effects of Religious-Revenge, at the Begin- | 
ning of the Iricb Rebellion, ſent for his God-Son into 1 
England, and placed him at his own Seat in Forgfhire, WI 
under the Tuition of Dr. Hall, afterwards Biſhop of | 
Norwich, a Perſon of eminent Learning and Piety. By | 
him he was inſtructed in Latin; and without learning T1 
the common Rules of Grammar, which he could never. j 
retain in his Memory, he attained to write in the Lan- j 
guage with Claſſical Elegance and Propriety ; and with | 
ſo much Eafe, that he choſe to correſpond with thoſe | 
Friends who had Learning ſufficient to ſupport the Com- 
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When the Cloud began to gather over Erg/and, and 
the Earl of Strafford was ſingled out for a Prey to po- 
pular Fury; by the Advice of the Lord Primate Wer, 
he was ſent to compleat his Education at Caen in Nor- 
mandy, under the Care and Direction of the famous Bo- 
charts. After ſome Years he travell'd to Rome, where 
he grew familiar with the moſt valuable Remains of An- 
tiquity ; applying himſelſ particularly to the Knowledge 
of Medals, which he gained in Perfection: And ſpoke 
Italian with ſo much Grace and Fluency, that he was 
frequently miſtaken there for a Native. Soon after the 
Reftauration he returned to England, where be was gra- 
ciouſly received by King Charles II. and made Captain 
of the Band of Penſioners. In the Gaieties of that Age 
he was tempted to indulge a violent Paſſion for Gaming ; 


by which he frequently hazarded his Life in Duels, and 


exceeded the Bounds of a moderate Fortune. A Dif- 
pute with the Lord Privy-Szal, about part of his Ef- 
tate, obliging him to reviſit his Native Country, he re- 
ſigned his Poſt in the Engliſb Court: And foon after his 
Arrival at Dublin, the Duke of Ormond appointed him 
to be Captain of the Guards. His be oved Horace ob- 
ſerved, that, The Diſeaſes of the Mind are ſeldom cured 
by Change of Air F.; the Truth of which was confirmed 
by his Lordſhip's Example: For, he was there as much 
as ever dftempered with the ſame fatal Affection for 
Play; which engaged him in one Adventure that well 
deſerves to be related, vx. 


As he returned to his Lodgings from a Gaming-Ta- 
ble, he was attacked in the Dark by three Ruffians, 
who were employed to Aſſaſſinate him: The Earl de- 
fended himſelf with ſo much Reſolution, that he diſ- 

atched one of the Aggreſſors; whilit a Gentleman, ac- 
cidentally paſſing that Way, interpoſed, and diſarmed 


Another; the Third ſecured himſelf by Flight. This 
| | | - generous 
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+ Czlum non Ani mum mutant qui tranſmare currunt, 


generous Aſſiſtant was a disbanded Officer, of a good Fa- 


mily, and fair Reputation; who, by what we call tle 


Partiality of Fortune, to avoid cenſuring the. Iniquitics 
of the Times, wanted even a plain Suit of Cloaths to 
make a decent Appearance at the Caſtle. But, his Lord- 


ſhip on This Occaſion, preſenting him to the Duke of 


Ornond, with great Importunity prevailed. with his 


Grace, that. he might reſign his Poſt of Captain of tl e.- 
Guards to his Friend.; which, far about three Years tle. 
Gentleman enjoyed: And upon his Death, the Duke 


returned the Commiſſion to his generous. Benefactor. 


The Pleaſures of the Engliſb Court, and the Friend: 
ſhips he had there contracted, were powerful Motives 
for his Return to London. Soon after he came, he was 


made Maſter of the Horſe to her Royal Highneſs the 
Dutcheſs.of York : And married the Lady Frances, eldeſt: 
Daughter to.Ricyard Earl of Burlington, who. before. 


had been the Wife of Colonel Courtney. 


About this Time, in Imitation. of. thoſe learned and 


polite Aſſemblies, with'- which he had been acquainted 
abroad; particularly one. at Caen. (in which his Tutor 
Bochartus died ſuddenly, whilſt he was delivering an 


Oration) he began to form a Society for the refining and 


fixing the Standard of our Language, in which Deſign 
his great Friend Mr. Dryden was a principal. Aſſiſtant. 
A Deſign! of. which. it 1s. much eaſier ta conceive an 


agreeable Idea, than any rational Hope ever to ſee it 
brought to Perfection among us. This Project, at leaſt, . 
was entirely defeated by the Religious Commotions which 
enſued on King Fames's Acceſſion to the Throne: At 


which Time the Earl took a Reſolation to paſs the Re- 
mainder of his Life at Rome; telling his Friends, it 


would be beſt to ſit next to the Chimney when tle 


Chamber ſmoaked. Amid theſe Reflections he w:s 
ſeized by the Gout ; and being. too impatient of Pain, 
he permitted a bold French Pretender to Phyſick to ar- 
Ply a repelling Medicine, in order to give him prefent 


1 Relief; 


Pos TS RIP. 8 


10 Pos rsexiypr. 8 


Relief; which drove the Diſtemper into_his Bowels ; 

and in a ſhort time put a Period to his Life. The 
Moment in which he expired, he cried: out, with a 
Voice that expreſſec the moſt intenſe Free We De- 


votion, 


My God, 0 F ather, and my F riend, 
Do not for/ake me at my End. 5 


He was buried with great Funeral Pomp; but his 
Friends ſeem to have thought his own Writings a more 
durable Monument, than any they could erect to his 
Memory. And in them we view the Tmage of a Mind 
which was naturally Serious and Solid ; richly furniſhed, 
and adorned, with all the Ornaments of Art, and Sci- 
ence ; and thoſe Ornaments unaffectedly diſpoſed 3 in the 
moſt regular, and cligent Order. His Imagination might 
kave probably been more fruitful' and ſprightly, if his 
judgment had been leſs ſevere : But that Severity (deli- 
vercd in a Maſculine, Clear, ſuccinct Stile) contributed 
to make him ſo eminent in the Didactical Manner, that 


no Man with Juſtice can affirm he was ever equalled by 


any of our own Nation, without confeiling at the ſame 
time that he is inferior to none. In ſome other Kinds of 
Writing his Genius ſeems to have wanted fire to attain 
the Point of Perfection: But, who can attain it! 


Mr. Fenton concludes theſe curious Particulars of the 


Earl of Reſcomon's Life, (which it is ſtrongly to be pre- 
famed were communicated to him by Dean Chetwoed ) 


with informing us, that, Mr. Waller addreſſed the Poem 


to his Lordſhip, on his Tranſlation of Horace's Art 
of Poetry. Ann. Ætat. 75. | 


— 


LAS * 9 


See his Trandlatio of the Dies Ire, Dies Ille. 
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Earl. of R Nau, 


The EF. lis 7 O M. 


O the pale Tyrant, who to horrid Graves 
Condemns ſo many thouſand helpleſs Slaves, 
Ungrateful. We do gentle Sleep compare, 

Who, tho” his Victories as num'rous are, 
Vet from his Slaves no Tribute does he take, 
But woful Cares, that load Men while they wake. 
When his ſoft Charms had eas'd my weary Sight 
Of all the baneful Troubles of the Light, 
Dos xa came, diveſted of the Scorn, | 
Which the un-equall'd Maid ſo long had worn? 
How oft in vain, had Lowe's great Cad eſſay d 
To tame the ſtubborn Heart of that bright Maid! 
Yet ſpite of all the Pride that ſwells her Mind, 
The humble God of Sleep F can make her kind 
A riſing Bluſh increas'd the native Store 
Of Charms, which but too fatal were before. 
Once more preſent the V 1s iox to my View, 
The fwweet Miyfion, gentle Fate, renew ! | 
How kind, how lovely fe, how raviſh'd 17 
Shew me, bleſt God of Sleep, and let me DIE. 


6 


I Death, _ 8 Moxrnzvs. 
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l The SCENE of Care Selve Beate, in 
PasToR FI po,“ Paraphraſed. 


EAR happy Groves, and you the dark Retreat 
Of ſilent Horror, Reſt's eternal Seat! 
How well your cool and unfrequented Shade 
Suits with the chaſte Retirement of a Maid : 
O! if kind Heaven had been ſo muck my Friend, 
To make my Fate upon my Choice depend; 
All my Ambition I would here confine, 
And only this Ely/um ſhould be mine. 
Fond Men, by Paſſion wilfully betrayed, 
Adore thoſe Idols which their Fancy made ; 
Purchaſing Riches with our Time and Care, © 
We loſe our Freedom in a gilded Snare; ; 
And having all, all to ourſelves refuſe, 
Oppreſt with Bleſſings, which we fear to uſe. 
Fame 1s at beſt but an unconſtant Good, 
Vain are the boaſted Titles of our Blood : 
We ſooneſt loſe what we mot highly prize, 
And, with our Youth, ont ſhoct-liv'd Beauty dies. 
In vain our Fields and Flocks increaſe our Store, 
If our Abundance makes us wiſh for more ; 
How happy is the harmleſs Country Maid, 
Who, rich by Nature, ſcorns ſuperfluous Aid! 
Whoſe modeſt Cloaths no wonton Eyes invite, 
But, like her Soul, preſerves the native White ; 
Whoſe little Store her well taught Mind does pleaſe, 
Nor pinch'd with Want, nor cloy'd with wanton Eaſe, 
Who, free from Storms, which on the Great Ones fall, 


Makes but ao Wi/bes, and enjoys them all; 
1 No 


» _ 


q 
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ly * Paſter Fido, i. e. The Faithful Shepherd, is an Tta- 
Hl lian Paſtoral ; the whole of which is Tranſlated by Sir 
Fi Richard Fanſhaw, . 


* 


— 


Wh i=» WD. % ok mc. 


PO EMS by the, Ec. ug 
No care but Leve can diſcompoſe her Breaſt, 

Lowe, of all Cares, the ſweeteſt and the beſt. 
While on ſweet Graſs her bleating Charge does lie, 
Our happy Lower feeds upon her Eye; | 

Not One on whom, or Gods, or Men impoſe, 

But Ove whom Lowe has for this Lower choſe : 
Under ſome fav'rite Myrt/z's ſhady Boughs, 

They ſpeak their Paſſions in repeated Vows ; 
And Whilſt a Bluſb confeſſes how ſhe burns, 
His faithful Heart makes as fincere Returns ; 
Thus in the Arms of Lowe and Peace they lie, 
And while they Live, their Flames can never Die. 


£44 && $4 c: & ic: $4 7 & CR N 
The GnOSTFT of the Old Houſe of Com- 


mons, to the New one appointed to mect 


at Oxford,1681. 


"\ ROM deepeſt Dungeons of eternal Night, 
| The Seats of Horror, Sorrow, Pains and Spite, 
' 1 have been ſent to tell You tender Youth | 
A ſeaſonable and important Truth! 

I feel, (O! too late) that no Diſeaſe 

Is like a Surfeit of luxurious Eaſe ; 

And of all other, the moſt tempting Things, 
Are too much Wealth, and too indulgent Kings, 

None ever was ſuperlatively ill, 7 

But by Degrees, with Induſtry and Skill; 

And ſome, whoſe Meaning has at firſt been fair, 

Grow Knaves by Uſe, and Rebels, by Deſpair. 
My Time is paſt, and yours will ſoon begin, 
* Keep the „rt Blofoms from the Blaſt of Sin; 
And by the Fate of my tumultuous Ways, 
Preſerve yourſelf, and bring ſerener Days, | 

| The 
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Kanne 


The buſy ſubtile Serpents of the Latu, 
Did firſt my Mind from true Obedience draw; $5 


While I Jl Limits to the'Kine preſcribe, ' 
And took for Oracles the canting 
I chang'd true Freedom for the Name oy! F _ 
And grew Setlition; for Variety ; 

All that oppos'd Me, were to be atcus'd; 


And by the Laws I legally abu3'd; 
The Robe was ſummon'd, Matar at the Head, 


Tri b 12) 


In legal Murder, none ſo deeply read: 


I brought him to the Bar, where once he ſtood, 
Staind with the (yet un- expiated) Blood 


Of the brave SrTRAFFORD, when Three 35 rung 


Wick his accumulative, Hackzey-Tongue; . 
Prisfners and Witneſſes were waiting by 3 a 
Theſe had been taught to favear, and thoſe to * 


And to expect their arbitrary Fates, 


Some for tl Faces, ſome for g 

To fright the People and alarm the Town, 

 BepLot and OaTEs employed the Rev'rend Gown. 
But while the Tripple Mitre bore the Blame, 

The K Ns Three Crowns were their Rebellious Aim: 

I ſeem'd (and did but ſeem) to fear the Guards, 

And took for mine the Be1ntLs and the Wag DS. 


o Eſtates, 


Anti-Monarchic- Hereticks of State, 


Immoral, Atheiſts, Rich and Reprobate: 


But above all, I got a little Guide, 5 


Who ev'ry Ford of Villamy had try'd. 


None knew fo well the old perricious Way 

To ruin Subjects, and make King, obey ; 

And my ſmall JEV, at a furious Rate, 

E:ghty back to Forty-Rigbt. 

1g knew, and was reſolv'd to bear; 


But I miſtoolt his Patience for his Fear, 


Was drivin 
This the 


25 


All that this happy Iſland could afford, 


Was facrific'd to my voluptuous Board. 


= — oo nn 


Ia 


pe I „ 1 


Ä — 


& The © Eart of "Shafrbury. 


Earl „Ness 


In his Whole Parole, one only Tree 
He had excepted by à ſtrict Decree; 858 
A ſacred Tree, which Riyal Fruit aber; 4 | 


py 
F ll 


Yet It in Pieces I conſpir'd tot ar; 

Beware, my Child f Div; y is there. * ea ig 4 
This ſo out did all I. ha 725 ere, ne 6 11:65 2 
I could attempt, and He endure no more. 1 
My unprepar d and unrepenting” Breath x. A 
Was ſnatch'd away by the ſwift Hand ef Death ; ; 

And I, awith all my Sins about we; hurbd, 

To th' Utter Darkneſs of the Tower World: EY 

A dreadfal Place l. which Vod to ſoon will 2 

If you believe Seducers more than r 
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The SPEECH of Tom Roſs s Gnosr, to 
his Purir the Duke of Monmouth. 


Cam of my Life, Diſturber of my Tomb, 
Baſe as thy Mother's proſtituted Womb ; _ 

Hufling to Cowards, fawning to the Brave, | | 

To Knaves a Fool, to cred'Ious Fools a Knave, © 

The King's Betrayer, and the Peoples Slave, 

Like SAMUEL, at thy Negromantic Call, 

] rile to tell the God has TA thee SAUL. 

I ſtrove in vain th' Infected Blood to cure; 

Streams will run muddy, when the Spring's impure. 

In all your meritorious Life we ſee | 

Old Tarr's * invincible Sobrietx. a 

Places of Mafter i the * and 1 255. 
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"Oy Shaftſbury. 
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16 Poxms b the, 
You (like Tom Howard ) did at once ſupply : 


From SipxRT's 5 Blood your Loyalty did . 5 
You ſhow us all your Fathers, but the King, 
Erom whoſe too tender, and too bounteous Arms. 


(Unhappy he, who ſuch a Viper warms; 
As dutiful a Subject as a Son) 


To your true Parent, the whole Town, you run; 
Read, if you can, how th o Apoſtate fell, 
Out-do his Pride, and merit more than Hell: 
Both He and You were glorious and bright, 
The Firſt and Faireſt of the Sons of Light; 
But when, like Him, You offer d. at the Crown, 
Like Him, your angry Father kick d you down. 


2 


Agernon Sidney, __ 


betete 


STANZAS: on a Young.Lapy who ſang 


finely ; Bugs. was afraid of a Cold. 


WINTER, thy Cruclty extend 

Till fatal Tempeſts ſwell the Sea ; 
In vain let ſinking Pilots pray, 

Beneath thy Yoke let Nature bend; 

Let piercing Froſt, and laſting Snow, 


Thro' Woods and F ields Deſtruction: ſow: 


i 1 
vet we unmov'd will fit and ſmile; 
While you theſe leſſer Is create; 
|  Thele we can bear; but, gentle Fate, 
And thou bleſt Genius * our Iſle, 
rom Winter's Rage defend her Voice, 
At which the liſt ning Gods rejoice. 


ur 


J 8 


III. 

May that Celeſtial Sound each Dax 
Whith Extaſie tranſport our Souls, 
Whilſt all our Paſſions it controuls, 

And kindly drives our Cares away; 

Let no ungentle Col p deſtroy, _ 

All Taſte we have of Heavenly Joy. 


eee 
On the Death of a Lady's Lap-dog. 


HOU, happy Creature, are ſecure 

From all the Torments We endure : 
Deſpair, Ambition, Jealouſy, | 

Loſt Friends, nor Love, diſquiet Thee; 

A ſullen Prudence drew Thee hence, 
From Noiſe, Fraud and Impertinence; 
Tho' Life, eſſay'd the ſureſt Wile, 
Gilding itſelf with Lavra's Smile. 
How didſt Thou ſcorn Life's meaner Charms, 
Thou, who cou'dſt break from Laura's Arms! 
Poor nic] Still methinks I hear 70 
Thy awful Murmurs in my Ear; 
As when on Laura's Lap you lay, 
| Chidiag the worthleſs Croud away. 
How fondly Human Paſſions turn! 
What we then Envy'd, now we Mourn 
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An Imitation of Ef6race; Book L Ole 22 
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I. 
IRT UE, dear Friend, needs no "Ol 
No Arms but its own Innocence; * 
Quivers and Bows, and poiſon'd Darts. 


Are only us'd by Guiky Heats. 
II. 


An honeſt Mind ſafely alone, 85 
May travel thro' the Burning Zene;, 
Or thro' the deepeſt Scythian Snows ; 
Or where the fam d e, flows. E | 
1 5 . | 
While, rul'd by a refiſtleſs Fire, Dior, | 
Our great Ox1xDa * Ladmire ;. EEE Thane. 
The hungry Wolves, that ſee me . 


1 
Unarm'd and ſingle, run ol ls br I 
TV. 1 


See me in the remoteſt Place 
That ever Neptune did embrace; 1 
When there, her Image fills my N 7 
Helicon is not half fo Le IR | 7 
Leave me upon ſome Lybian Plain, 3 1 
So ſhe my Fancy entertain E 
And when the thirſty Monſters meet, A 
They'll all pay Homage to my Feet, 

VI. 0 
The Magic of Oz1NnDa's Name T 
Not only can their Fierceneſs tame, v 
But, if that mighty Word I once rehearſe, 
They ſeem ie to roar in Ver On 
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Jo. Mrs. Katherine Phillips, : = All 
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On the Laer Jop fEN T= 


T HE Day of * Wrath, kd dreadful Day, ; 
Shall he whole World i in r 3 | 
As Davip and hy nnd ſay. oy 0 
4 =: to 1 g f ages +4 33032 1 l 
What Horror will ade the Mind. 01:3 JON 74 


When the ſtrict Judge, who would 15 kind, 
Shall have few Venial Faults to find? el 
e . 
The laſt loud Trumpet's wondrous- Sewn, 
Shall through the rending Tombs rebound, 
And wake the Nations under Ground... 
ef 1254 i. IVA * 1102 VIII 8 04 910% 
Nature and Death ſhall With. Surpriſe, equorn I rt I 
Behold the pale (ffe der riſe, 
And view the Judge wha conſcious SIO 
V. 


; 5 ö E "IN A 

Then hall, with tai bed. i 
The ſacred My Ric Book be- uy 

To try the Living and. 55 god, 1 Sola 

. ol t 29719. * 


The Judge aſcends his aw ul ers 455 5 P 
He makes each ſecret Sin known 5 88 = EU 
And all with Shame cont their ow. | . 
| 1 * h 2 VI 8 
O then ! What Int' reſt hall Fake, 4 aun 


To fave my laſt important Stake, [3 Lo 10 £100 81 
When the moſt * have _— to Ae ? 
VIE; 


ho Ibis is a 2 Tranflasüs of the — F In begin- 
ning thus, Dies Iræ, Dies Mz, &c. 


AED eee 
" — 0 — we 2x — — 


—ͤ ans ——ũ—lͤ— — — Do I" "_ERe PR en ragy 
— — 


n 4 Ar 


— —— — 


— 


| 
; 
2 
' 
I 
l 
| 
is 


|= 00 tho Dt <A 


Go ou by ths 


VIII. 
Thou mighty formidable King, 
Thou Mercy's unexhauſted Spring, 
Some comfortable Pity bring 
IX. 
Forget not what my Ranſom coſt, 
Nor let my dear-bought Soul be loſt, 
In Storms of guilty Terror don. 
* | 
Thou, who for me didft feel fach r 
Whoſe precious Blood the Croſs did ſtain, 
Let not _ Agonies be vain. 
9 8 
Thou, whom avenging Pow'rs obey,. 
Cancel my Debt (too Great to pay) 
lefore the ag W Day. 
XII. 
Canned with — Fears, : 
Whoſe Load my Soul with Anguiſh bears 
I figh, I weep; accept my res | 
XIII. 
Thou, who wert mov'd with bites 5 Grief, 
And, by abſolving of the 8 
Haſt giv'n me Hope, now 4 Relief, 
Reject not my „ Prayer; ; 
Preſerve me from that dang'rous dogs "LY 
Which Death and gaping Hell prepare. 
XV. ” 
Give my exalted Soul a Place 
- Amongſt thy choſen Right-Hand Race, 
The Sons of God and Heirs of Grace. 
9855 XVI. 
From that jnfariable Abyſs, 
Where Flames devour, and Ser . kiſs, 
* me to thy Seat of B 


8 


XVII. 


Earl of Rescomon, 21 


XVII. | 
Proltrate, my contrite Heart I rend; | 
My God, m Father, and my Friend, | | 
Do not forſake me in my End. | 8 | 

XVIII. | | 
Well may they curſe their ſecond Breath, { 
Who riſe to a reviving Death © | | 
Thou great CREATOR of Mankind, £2 4 
Jet Guilty Man Compaſſion find. - = = 
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* HERE is not an Te 72 Writer this Day 
Z living, who is not perfectly convinced, that 
& SW your Lordſhip excels all others, in all the 

MZ ſeveral Parts of Poetry which you have un- 
dertaken to adorn. I will not attempt in 

this Place, to ſay any thing particular of your Lyric 
Poems, tho they are the Delight and Wonder of this 
Age, and will be the Envy of the next. There 1s more 
of "Salt i in your Verles, than I have ſeen in any of the 
Moderns, or even in the Ancients ; but you have been 
ſparing of the Gall, by which Means you have plea- 
ſed all Readers, and offended none. Your Writings are 
ever where ſo full of Candour, that, like H o RACE, 
you may expoſe the Follies of Men, without arraigning 
their Vices; and in this excel him, that you add that 
Peinteaneſs of Thought, which is viſibly wanted in our 
Great Roman. That which is the prime Virtue, and 
chief Ornament of VIXCIL, which diftinguiſhes him 
from the reſt of Writers, 1s ſo conſpicuous in your Ver- 
ſes, that it caſts a Shadow on all your Cotemporaries ; 
we cannot be ſeen, or but obſcurely, while you are 
preſent. I read you with Admiration and Delight. For 
my own Part, I muſt avow it freely to the World, that 
I never attempted any thing in Satire, wherein J have 
not ſtudied your Writings, as the moſt perfect Model. 
I have continually laid them before me ; and the great- 
= eſt 
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Om See A Diſcourſe concerning the Original and Pro- 
greſs of Satire. Adareſſed to the Earl of Dorſet. 


III. Cn a * N e NE . 9 5 23 


eſt Commenter, which! my own Partiality can give 
my Productions, is, that they are Chp7es, und no far- 
ther to be allowed, than as they have ſomething more 
or leſs of the Original. Some few Touches of your 
Lvrdhip, ogg / ſecret Graces which I have — 
ed to expreſs after your Manner, have made wwhole Poe 
of mine to paſs with Approbation; but, take You our Verſes 
all together, and they axe Irimitabte. | 
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ST THE 


Earl of DOR SET. 


On the Counteſs of Dorcheſter, Miſtreſs 15 
King James II. Written in the Year 1680. 


, | I. 
EL L me; Dozx1nva, why ſo gay, 
Why ſuch Embreid'ry, Fringe, and Lace? 
Can any Dreſſes find a Way, 
To ſtop th' Approaches of Decay, 
And mend a rum'd 2 ? 
Wile Thou ill ſparkle i in the Box, 
Still ogle in the Ring ? 
Canſt Thou forget thy Age and Pox ? 
Can all that ſhines on Shells and Rocks 
Make Thee a fine young Thing ? 
I 
So have I ſeen in Larder dark 
Of Veal a lucid Loin; 


Replete with many a brilliant Spark, | 


(As wiſe Philoſophers remark) 
At once both ſtink and ſhine. 
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Os the SAME. 


| . 
ROUD with the Spoils of Royal Cully, 
With falſe Pretence to Wit and Parts ; 


She ſwaggers like a batter'd Bully, 
To try the Tempers of Men's Hearts. 


II. 
Tho' the appear as glitt'ring fine, 
As Gems, and Jeſts, and Paint can make her ; 
She ne'er can win a Breaſt like mine, 


The Devil and Sir David || take her, 


NON RES BAY. ET. LEY 


Oz Dolly Chamberlain, a Se -mpſtref 11 
the New Exchange 


OLLVVCS Beauty and Art, 
Have ſo hemm'd in my Heart, 
That I cannot reſiſt the Charm: | 
In Revenge I will ſtitch 
Up the Hole next her Breech, 
With a Needle as long as my Arm, 


— — 
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|| Sir David Colyear, late Earl of Pertmore. 
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Faithful C F TALOGUE of our moſt 
Eminent NINNIES 


Written by the Earl of DORSET, in the 
Year 1683. i 


| | LOS omnes 
Vicini oderunt, noti Pueri atque Puelle. 


For. Sat. I. 


URS'D be thoſe dull, unpointed, doggrel Rhimes, 

| Whoſe harmleſs Rage has laſh'd our impious Times. 
Riſe thou, my Muſe, and with the ſharpeſt Thorn; 

Inſtead of peaceful Bays, my Brows adorn; 

Inſpir'd with juſt Diſdain, and mortal Hate, 

Who long have been my Plague, ſhall feel thy Weight. 

[ ſcorn a giddy and unſafe Applauſe: 

But this (ye Gods) is fighting in your Cauſe. 

Let Sodom ſpeak, and let Gomorrah tell, 

If their curs'd Walls deſerv'd the Flames ſo. well. 

Go on, my Muſe, and with bold Voice proclaim 

The vicious Lives, and long deteſted Fame, 

Of ſcoundrel Lords, and their lewd Wives Amours, 

Pimp Stateſmen,Canting Priefts, CourtBawds and Whores: 


Exalted Vice its own vile Name does ſound, 


Thro' Climes remote, and diſtant Shores renown'd. 
Thy Etrumpets, Charles, have ſcap'd no Nations Ear, 
Cleveland the Van, and Port/mouth leads the Rear : 


A Brace of Cherubs, of as vile a Breed, | 


As ever were produc'd of Human Seed, 
| To 
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To all but Thee, the Punks were ever kind, 

Free as looſe Air, and gen'rous às the Wind. 

Both ſteer'd thy P——e, and the Nation's Helm; 

And both betray'd thy P——e, and the Realm. 

O BARBARA IU || thy execrable Name 

Is ſure embalm'd with everlaſting Shame, 

Could not the num'rous Hoſt thy Luſt ſuffice, 

Which in laſcivious Shoals ador d thy Eyes; en, 
When their bright Beams were through our Orb diſplay'd, 
And Kings each Morn their Perſian Homage paid ? 

O ſacred James] may thy dread Noddle be 

As free from Danger, as from Wit 'tis free: 

But 1f that good and gracious Monarch's Charms, 
Could ne'er confine one Woman to his Arms; 

What ſtrange myſterious Spell, what ſtrong Defence, 
Can guard that Front, which has not half his Senſe ? 
Poor Shrewsbury's Fall, ev'n her own Sex deplore, 
Who with ſo ſmall Temptation turn'd thy Whore. 

But Grafton bravely does revenge her Fate, 

And ſays, Thou court'ſt her thirty Years too late; 
She ſcorns ſuch Dwindles ; her capacious A 
Is fitter for thy Scepter than thy T——. 
Old Delamer, Shrewsbury, and Mordaunt know, 
Why in thy ſtately Frame ſhe lies ſo low; 

And who but her dull Blockhead would have found 
Her Windows ſmall Deſcent on riſing Ground ? 
Thro' the large Saſh they paſs (like Je of old) 
To her attendant Bawd, in Show'rs of Gold. 52%: 
Mordaunt (that inſolent ill-natur'd Bear) c 


From the cloſe Grotto, when no Danger's near, 
Mounts like a rampant Stag, and ruts his Dear. 
But when by dire Miſchance the harmleſs Maid 
In the dark Cloſet, with loud Shrieks, betray'd 
The naked Letcher, what a woful Grief 
It was? Th' Adultereſs flew to his Relief, 
And ſav'd his being murder'd for a Thief. 
C2 Defenceleſs 
— — — * 


| The Dutcheſs of Cleveland's Chriſtian Name. 
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Defenceleſs . the well · arm'd Hoſt aſſall d; 


Scarce her own Pray'rs with her own Slaves prevail ©: 
Though well prepar'd for Flight, he mourn'd his Weight 
And begg'd 4#zor's Charge, to ſcape Actæon's Fate: 
But wing'd with Fear, tho' untransform'd, he bounds, 
And, ſwift as Hinds, out-ſtrips the yelling Hounds, 8 
Beware Adulterers, betimes beware, 

You fall not in the ſame unhappy Snare; 


From Norf7/i's Ruin, and his narrow Scape, 


S——e on contented with a willing Rape, 

On a ſtrong Chair, ſoft Couch, or Side of Bed, 
Which never-does ſurprizing Dangers dread. 

Let no ſuch Harlots lead your Steps aſtray, - 
Her C s will mount in open Clay; 

And from St. James's to the Land of Thule, 
There's not a Whore who 8 s ſo like a Mule: 
And yet her blund'ring Dolt deſerves a worſe, 
Could Man be plagu'd with a ſeverer Curſe. 

A fitter Couple fure were never hatch'd ; 

Some marry'd are indeed, but theſe are match'd. 
But ſeeing they are lawful Man and Wife, p 


Why ſhouid the Fool and Drazel live in Strife, 
While they both lead the {ame laſcivious Life? 
Or why ſhould he to Megg's or Circut's come, 


When he may find as great a Whore at Home? 


Mulgrave | (who all his Summons to big War, 
Safely — to his wiſe Prince's Care) 


Lords it o'er Mankind, and is the firſt, 


By Woman hated, and by Man accurs d. 

Wel has his Staff a double Uſe ſupply'd, 

At once upheld his Body and his Pride. 

Eow haughtily he cries, Page, fetch a Whore : ? 
Damn her, je ugly; . Raſcal, fetch me more; 


Bring in that black-cy'd Wench ; I. oman, come near; 
Rot Jen, you mp Bitch, M. has i 't your feare? . 


Trembling 


«a — 
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Trembling ſhe comes, and with as little Flame, 

As he for the dear Part from .whence he came. 
Thine, crafty. Seymour, was a good Deſign ; 

for ſure his Iſſue ne'er will injure thine : 

But thou thy ſelf muſt needs confeſs, that the 
Does juſtly curſe thy Politicks and thee. 

Her noble Proteſtant has got a Flail,  _. 
Young, large, and fit to feague het briny. Tail ; 
But now; poor Wench, ſhe lies as ſhe would burſt, 
Sometimes with Brandy, and ſometimes with. Luft. 
Tho' Prince, as Goats, ſhe courts in vain her Drone ; 36. 
The Frigid he, and the Torrid Zone. 

Both Friend and Foe he witli vaſt Ruin mauls, 

Who at firſt Thruſt be fore, both Sexes falls. 

Had I, O! had I his tranſcendant Verſe, 

In his own lofty Strains, I would rchearſe 

That deep-Intrigue, when he the Prizce/ſs woe d., 
But lov'd Adult'ry more than Royal Blood. 

Young O/ery, (who lov'd the haughty Peer) 

Her Mother's darling Sins could beſt declare: 

But ta her Memory we muſt. be uſt; 

Jis Sacrilége 80 70 þ itch beavtcers But: 

O barton, Wharten | wint a Mrerched T'eol; 

Is a dull Wit, when made a Women's Fool? 


Thy rammiſh ſpendthrift Buttocks tis well known, ?- 


Her nauſeous Bait has made thee i{wallow down, 

Tho' mumbled, and ſpit out by half the Town : - 

How well my honeſt L a the knows, 

The many Manſions in thy F— Houſe ? 

How often prais'd thy dear curvetting 'T 

Which thou rid'ſt curb'd, like an unruly Horſe ? 

How big with Joy ſhe went with thee to Church, 

When thou ( falſe Varlet ) left her in the Lurch? 
Even E t, who refus'd none before, 

Scorn d to pronounce the Banns with ſuch a Whore, 

To Pancras Tom, there ſuch as ſhe reſort; 

(That “ Mother-Church too does all Sinners court As 


. St. Paneras Church ſaid to be the Mother of St. Paul's. 


— 
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As ſhe has been thy Strumpet all her Life; 

Tis Time to make her now thy lawful Wife, 
That, B——y's Spouſe may pride it in her Box, 
With Face and C all martyr'd with the Pox. 
In ſome deep Sawpir, both their Noddles hide; 
For 'tis hard gueſſing which has the beſt Bride. 
Ah Tem! thy Brother like a prudent Man, 

Has choſen much the better Haradan: 

She, a good-natur'd candid Devil, ſhows F 
Him all the Bawding Jilting Tricks ſhe knows. 
Thy Rock ſome trival Cheats her Blockhead learns, 
While he the Maſter Hocus ne'er diſcerns, 

To Pox and Plague, O] may ſhe ſubject be, 

As ſhe's from Child-bed Pain and Peril Free: 
Her actual Sins invalidate the firſt, 

With eaſe ſhe teems, and brings forth unaccurſt. 
To thee, Luciza, ſhe need never call, 

Like ripen'd Fruit, her mellow Baſtards fall; 
And what with needleſs Labour I diſcloſe, 

Her well ftretch'd „and rivel'd Belly ſhows. 
Whoever, like Charles D=—--g, ſcorns Diſgrace, 
Can never want, altho' he loſe his Place: | 
That Toothleſs Murd'rer, to his juſt Reproach, 
Pimps for his Siſter, to maintain a Coach 

And let what will the Church or State befal, 

One fulſome crafty Whore maintain'd 'em all. 
Scar/dale, tho' loath'd, ſtill the fair Sex adores, 
And has a Regiment both of Horſe and Whores. 
Amidſt the common Rout of early Duns, 

For Muſtard. Soap, Milk, Small-coal, Swords, and Guns: 
Two rev'rend Officers (more highly born) 5 


Wait on his ſtinking Levee eviry Morn, 

And in full Pomp his Palace Gates adorn. 

But which is moſt in vogue, is hard to tell, 

The public Bawd, or private Centinel; 

That blubber'd Oaf, for two dull dribbling Bouts, 
Maintains two Baſtards made of Ferney's Clouts, 
E'er it could fetch, twas ke pox'd Evelyn ſpoil'd, 

Yet it can't touch a Wench, but ſhe's with Child; But 


% 
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But who can think that peſtilential Breath 
Should raiſe up Life, that always blaſts with Death ? 
"Tis ſtrange Kz/gore, that refin'd Beau Garcon 
Was never yet at the Bell. Savage ſhown, 5 
For he's a true and wonderful Baboon. 
It therefore wiſely was at firſt deſign d 
He ne er ſhould like to propagate his Kind; _ 
But the dull venom'd Drought in vain employ d, 
Like the falſe Serpent's, was itſelf deſtroy d. 
With foul Corruption fare his firſt was fed, 
And by equiv'cal Generation bred. 
An honeſt ¶ Solon Gooſe, compar'd to him, 
Is a fine Creature, and of more Eſteem. 
No learn'd Philoſophers need ſtrive to kno, 
Whether his SouP's ex fradice or no. | 
He has none yet, nor never will, I fear ; 
No Soul of Senſe would ever enter there. 
I- wonder he dares ſpeak, for fear we jerk 
His lazy Bones, and make the Monkey work 
If aged Delamer has left the Trade, 
And had enough of coſtly Maſquerade, 
With Flames renew'd, your old Amours purſue, 
Now Rochefter has nothing elſe to do. © 
Well done, old Hyde, we all thy Choice adore, - 
She is the younger, and much better Whore. 
But Hickes has ſure, to his eternal Curſe, 
Left his own Strumpet, and eſpous'd a worſe. 
That blazing Star- ſtill rifes with the Sun, 
And will, I hope, whene'er ſt ſets, go down, 
St. Peter ne'er deny'd his Lord but thrice , 
But good St. Edward ſcorns to be ſo nice: 
_ He, ev'ry Maſs, abjures what he before, 
On Teſts and Sacraments ſo often ſwore. 
His Mother-Church will have a-ſpecial Son 
Of -him, by whom his Father was undone. - 
He turn'd, becauſe on Bread alone he'd dine, | 
And make the Wafer ſave his Bread and Wine. Ma- 


9 
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f Theſe Fowls are only bred in ſeme Part of Scotland. 
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Iammon's the God he'll worſhip any Way, 


And keeps Conviction ready to a Day. 
Forbid it Heav'n, I e'er ſhould live to ſee 
Our pious Monarch's gorgeous Chapel be | 5 
Fill'd with ſuch Miſcreant Proſelytes as he. 
N. ſerere Domine ! Ave Maria ! 
Poor F ather Dower has got a Gonorrhea. 
Was e'er {dread James] ſo much Affection ſhown ? 
He'd fave thy Soul, but cares not for his own. 
How Shrewsbury prays, that old adult'rous Fap 
May find it a Cormegan. ſwinging Clap! 
Unhappy Maid ! who Man has never known, 
And yet, with perilous Pangs, brought forth a Son! 
Our * Chyro-Medico Dydimus nothing ſmelt, 
"Fill he the ſprawling Bantling beard and felt. - 
And now it furely cannot be deny'd 
By him, who cur'd the Xing of what he dy'd, 
How Herbert boaſts, that his wife King's-Head Crew 
i brereld the diſmal Times we all ſhovld rue. 

d be the Screeci-Owvis ! that rebellious Crowd 
Frefap 'd, indeed, Pome's ſwift Approach, as loud, 
As wile Caſſandra's boding Voice of old, 
The wretched Fate of ancient Rome foreto ld. 


ut why is he againſt the bringing in 


Any Religion that indulges Sin ? 

He who his other Charges can retrench, 

To ſave ten Guineas for a handſome Wench; 
Or be content to part with twenty Pound, 

If Mrs. bite inſure. her being ſound. 

That Ideot thinks the tawdry Harlot's glad 
To ſerve him now, for Favours ſhe has had. 


Nut who (dear Harvey) ever heard before 


Of Gratitude in any common Whore ? 

She mounts the Price, and goes half Snack herſelf, 
And well knows how cully ſuch an Elf. MX 
| Poor 


— 
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* Dr. King, a Man-Midwife. 
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Poor Jenny I muſt needs much more applaud, - 

A better Whore, and truer Friend and Bawd. 

Like the French King, he all his Conqueſts buys, 

And pow'rful Guineas ſtill ſubdues their Eyes. 

How his ſmug little black-ey'd Harlot gaz'd - 

On's hoarded Gold, and fine Apartments prais'd ! 
(not truſting to the Mifer's Truth) 

Like Jeſeph's Sacks, with Money in her Mouth; 

Sometimes he'll venture for himſelf to trade, 

With aukward Grace, at Balls and Maſquerade.. 

But what was the proud Coxcomb e'er the near, 

Unleſs he got my Lady Gerhard there? 

Her Qualities to all the World zre known, 

Fair as his Kin, and honeſt as his own. 

She makes her Brothel worſe than common Stews, * 

And loves to S e in her own '['ribe, like 7. 

Inceſt with neareſt Blood, Adult'ry, all 

Her darling Sins, we may well Deadly call. 

Whate'er in Limes of Yore ſhe may have been, 

Her Luſt has now parch'd up her rivel'd Skin. 


Thou Town of Edmonton, I charge, declare - 


What ſhe and Or#zey did fo often there. | 
That ſcribbling Fool, who writes to her in Metre, 
And only ſpeaks his Songs to make em ſiveeter : 
Great Virgil's true Reverie in Senſe and Fate; 
For what another writ, procur'd his Hate. 

To be but thought a Wit, he loſt his Place; 
And yet to {how he is not in that Race, 

Will write himſelf, and add to his Diſgrace. 

His YValentinian's learned Preface ſhines, | 
Lixe Memphis Siege, or Bulloign's radiant Lines, 
Among the Muſes all the Time he ſpends, 

And his whole Study tow'rds Parnaſſus bends : 
Yet if for his, one handſome Thought be ſhown, 
Stop the dull Thief; I'll ſwear. 'tis not his own. 

C 5 | Satire's 
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Catire's his Joy; but if he don't improve, 

Give me his Hatred, let her take his Love. 

T hat Fop ſhe Herbert more than Thee admires ;. 
Fe often quenches her laſcivious Fires. 

In vain poor Harvey, with ridic'lous Joy, 


 Shews-her, and ev'ry Fool, his hopeful Boy. 


Eis City Songſtreſs, ſays, keep ſuch a Pother, 

He'll ne'er be able to get her another. 

Jcin, then, propitious Stars, their widow'd Store, 
And make them happy, as they were. before; 
That is, may the decay'd inceſtuous Punk 
Swill like his Spouſe, and he, like her, Die drunk. 
Why, Harding, has the good old Queen the Grace, 
To ſee thy Bear- like Mien, and Baboon Face? 

Her Court (the God's be prais'd) has long been free 
From 1:44 Priggs, and ſuch dull Sots as he. 

The wakeful Gen'ral, conſcious of thy Charms, 
Dreads thine, as much as Monmouth's fierce Alarms. 
Vet ſare there is a greater Ditch between 


A greaſy whiggiſn Dolt, and Charles's Queen. 
There is, and Harding ſoars not yet ſo high, 


His ogling Pigſnies doat on Lady Di.“ 

That Gudgeon on ſoft Baits will only bite, 

For eaſy Conqueſts are his ſole Delight. 

And none can ſay, but that his Judgment's good, 
For all our Kings are made of Fleſh and Blood. 
Vernon, the Glory of that luſtful Tribe, 

Scorns to be meanly purchas'd with a Bribe : 


Jo Fame and Honour hates to be a Slave, 


Rat freely gives what Nature freely gave. 
Like Heirs to Crowns, with ſuch Credentials born, 
Her haſty Baſtards private Entries ſcorn ; 
In mid of Courts, and in the midſt of Day, 
With little Peril ſorce their eaſy Way. 
But I oodford is, methinks, a better Seat, 
And for diſtended Wems a ſafe Retreat. 

: | Twas 
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"Twas well advis'd old Air no Dangers fear'd ; | 
No Groans, nor yelling Cries, can there be heard: 
In this lewd Town, and theſe cenſorious Times, 
Where ev'ry Whore rails at each other's Crimes. 
Fair Theodoſia! thy Romantic Name 
Had ſure been blaſted with eternal Same: 
But thy wiſe Stratagems ſo well were laid, - 
I'd almoſt ſwear, thou art a very Maid. 

Go on, and ſcorn our common S——g Rules; 
Let Wincup make th'inceſtuous Uncles Fools: 
While Prudence pimps, and ſuch a Foe combines, - 
Impregnate more and more by ſeedy Loins; 
T qhou ftill art fafe, tho? thy: large Womb ſhould bear, 
Like hers, who-teem'd for ev'ry Day o'th' Year, 
Proud Ormond juſtly thinks her Dutch-built Shape - 
A little too unwieldly for a Rape. 
Yet being conſcious it will tumble down, 
At firſt Aſſault, ſurrenders up the Town. 
But no kind Conqueror has yet thought fit 
To make it his belov'd imperial Seat. 
That batter'd Fort, which they with Eaſe deceive, 
Pillag'd and ſack'd, to the next Foe they leave. 
And haughty Di, in juſt Revenge will try't, | 
(Altho' ſhe ſtarve} with any ſenſeleſs Wight; 
Not that to any Principle ſhe's firm, | 
But is debauch'd by damn'd ſeducing Sp m. _ 
Shrewsbury well knew the banning Hour, when Seven 
The Main throws out, or elſe a Nick, Eleven: 
When her decrepit Spend-thrift, troopleſs Roo, 
Is meek as Moſes hid in Fire and Smoak.--. 
Our Sacred Writ does learnedly relate, 
For one poor Babe, two Mothers hot Debate: 
But our two doughty Heroes, I am told, 
Which is the trueſt Father, fiercely. ſcold: ' s 
Both Claims ſeem juſt and great; but gen'rous Hales, -- 
Who on the right Side, always is, prevails. - 
He will not only fave its Life, but Seul; 
So poor Paul K:rk is fobb'd off for a Fool. 


But 
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But tis all one; Sir Courtiy Nice does ſwear, 
He'll go to Mrs. Grace of Exeter. 

But why to Frelaud, Bennet! Is't the Clime, 
Doſt thou imagine, make an eaſy Time ? 
Ungratefully indeed thou did'ſt requite 


The skilful Goddeſs of the ſilent Night, 
By whoſe kind Help thou waſt ſo oft before 


Deliver'd ſafely on thy native Shore. 
Thy Belly ſhinn'd, and unuſual Load 


Make thee ove Kiri's Shoulders were too broad. 


And thou'dit be ſure we ſhould not hear thee roar : 
And it poor Tfey Mu/ey ſhould be tore, 

Wifely reſolv'd, Ned ſhould ne'cr ſee it more: 

But ſince all's well, return, that we may laugh 

At Jriſb C 5, which in all Climes are ſafe. 
Juftly falle Monmouth did thy Lord declare, 

Thou ſhould'ſt not in his Crown nor Empire ſhare, 
Indeed (dear Pimp) it was a juſt Deſign, 
Seeing he had ſo ſmall a Share of thine. 

Brave Framingham, that thund'ring Son of Arms, 
With powerful Magic conquer'd both your Charms. 
Virtue, thy weak Lieutenant, ran away, / 

Juſt like that curſed Miſcreant, Coward Gray; 

And as poor James frem his new Subjects did, 

At laſt, from thy fair Breaſt the Gen'ral fled. 

His Dooderfetion, Wit, and Parts, ard Mien, 


"Deferv'd, he thought, at leaſt a widow'd Queen. 
Nor wert thou ſorry, ſince moſt Seeds are found 


To flouriſn better, when we change the Ground. , 


Ne ſtruck in Vears, and ſpent in Toils and War, 


Could pleaſe the leſs than did ſtrong Delamer : 


| Ne'er was a truer Stallion, to his Coſt, 


He, as he was moſt able, lov'd thee moſt. 
But politick Monmouth thought it too much Grace, 
For one t' enjoy too long ſo great a Place. 


Cbamberlain next ſucceeds the lovely Train, 


And round his Neck diſplays a Captive's Chain: 


ned 


He 
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He, greater Fool, than any of the reſt, 
They ſay, will marry with the trimming Beaſt; 
Which it he does, O! may his Blood be ſhed 
On that high Throne where her laſt Traytor bled. 
Myſterious Pow'rs ! what wond'rous Zafluence 
Governs, that ruling Star, poor Mortal's Senſe ? 
What unknown Motives our dread King perſuades, 
o make lewd Og/e Mother of the Maids. 
The gracious Prince had ſure much wer been, 
' Had he made She2fpard Tutreſs to the Queen; 
And then, perhaps, her chaſt Inſtructions wou'd 
Have ſav'd a World of unbegotten Blood: 
But pious James, with Parts profound endu'd. 
Will none prefer, but whom he knows are lewd. 
A Leaſh of Strumpets, all of the Court Breed, 
Ladies of wond'rous Honour are indeed. 
Ve ſcour drel Nymphs, whom Rags and Scabs adorn, 
ban that ſmall paultr) Whore more highly born; 
if you are wile, apply yourfelves betimes.: 
Nore highly merit now, but by their Crimes, 
And the King does whate'er he's bid by * Grimes. 
Which made the wiſer Choice, is now our Strife, 
Hall has his Miſtreſs, or the Prince his Wife : 
Thoſe + Traders ſure will be belov'd as well, 
As all the dainty tender Birds they ſell. 
The learned Advocate, (that rugged Stump 
Of old Nol's Honour) always lov'd the Rump; 
And ttis no Miracle, ſince all the Heyles 
Were giv'n, they ſay, to raiſe inteſtine Broils: 
But ſeeing, to the upright Juror's Praiſe, 
We are return'd to Ignoramus Days; 
The Lawyer {wears he greater Hazard runs, 
Who F- one Daughter than a hundred Sons. 
Prepoſt'rous Fate! while poor Miſs Jenny bawds, 
Each foreign Fop her Mother's Charms applauds. 
| Autumnal 


Ey außom ſhe got the Reverffon of Mr. Cs Place. 
+ Both Peulterers. | 
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Autumnal Whore! To ev'ry Nation known! 

A Curſe to them, and Scandat:to her own. 

Forgive me, chaſter Harding, if I name 

Her ſtinking Toes with-thine of {ſweeter Fame. 
Thou wond'rous pocky art, and wond'rous poor; 


But as ſhe's richer, ſhe's a greater Whore. 
What with her Breath, her Armpits, and her Feet, 


Ten Civet Cats can hardly make her ſweet, 


From all the Corners of noiſome Town, 

The Filth of ev'ry Brute can freely down 

To that inſatiate Strumpet's Commons Shore, 6 

Till it broke out, and poiſon d her all o' er. 

Poor Buckingham in unſucceſsful Verſe, 

And Terms too mild, did her lewd Crimes rehearſe: 
Bold is-the Man that ventures ſuch a F light ; 

Her Lies a Satire, which no Pen can write: 

And therefore curſed may he ever be, 


As when old & Hyde was catch d with Rem in Re. 
Cetera deſunt. 


— —— 


$ The Earl 7 Mulgrave Jn. Ta in "the Fact s 
Lord Rocheſter, 
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To a'Perſon of Honour, on his Incomgarable : 


- Incomprebenſi ible Poems. 


OME on ye Criticks, find one Fault who dare; 
For, read it backward, like a Vitch's Prayer, 
Twill do as well; throw not away your Jeſts | 
On ſolid: Nonſenſe that abides all Teſts. 
Wit; 


* 


— CL _—_— — 


— 


* The BriTisH Princes, An Heroic Poem. Mrit- 
ten by the Honourable Edward Howard, E/q; Printed in 
the Year —w 
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Wit, like Tierce-Claret, when't begins to pall, 
Neglected lies, and's of no Uſe at all, 
But, in its full Perfection of Decay, 
Turns Vinegar, and comes again in Play. 
Thou haſt a Brain, ſuch as thou haſt, indeed; 
On what elſe ſnould thy Worm of Fancy feed? 
Vet in a Filbert I have often known 
Maggots ſurvive, when all the Kernel's gone. 
This Simile ſhall ſtand in thy Defence, 
'Gainſt ſuch dull Rogues as now and then write Senſe;. 
Thy Stile's the ſame, whatever be thy. Theme, 
As ſome Digeſtions turn all Meat to Phlegm. 
He lies, dear Nev, who ſays thy Brain is barren, 
Where deep Conceits, like. Vermin, breed in Carrion. 
Thy ſtumbling founder'd Jade can trot as high. 
As any other Pegaſus can fly. 
So the dull Eel moves nimbler in the Mud, 
Than all the ſwift-finn'd Racers of the Flood. 

As ſkilfvl Divers to the Bottom fall, 
Sooner than thoſe that cannot ſwim at all, 


So in this Way of Writing, without Thinking, 


Thou haſt a ftrange * Alacrity i in Sinking. 


And with acquir'd Dulneſs, and new Arts 
Of ſtudy'd Nonſenſe, tak'ſt kind Readers Hearts. 
Therefore, dear NeD, at my Advice, ferbear 


Thou writ'ſt below ev'n thy own nat'ral Parts, 
Such loud Complaints 'gainſt Criticks to prefer, I 


Since thou art turn'd an arrant Libellen: 
Thou ſett'ſt thy Name to what thyſelf doſt write.; 
Did ever Libel yet ſo ſharply bite? 


Ae 8 
— —_ 


- 


* Alluding t to an Expreſſion F Sir John F alſtaff's 1 
Shakeſpear's HENRY IV. : 
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To Sir Thomas St. Serfe, on his Play called 
Tarugo's WILES : Or, The Coffee-Houſe, 
Comedy. Acted at the Duke of York's 
Theatre, 1668. 


Th gave us Wonder and Delight, 
When he oblig'd the World by Candledight. 
But now he's ventur'd on the Face of Day, 
'T*oblige and ſerve his Friends a nobler Way; 
Make all our old Men Ws, Stateſmen the Young, 
And teach ev'n Zng/;/> Men the Engliſb Tongue. 
James, on whoſe Reign all peaceful Stars did ſmile, “ 
Did but attempt th Uniting of our e. 
What Kings, and Nature, only could deſign, 
Shall be accompliſh'd by this Werk of thine. 
For who is fuck a Cocknezgh in his Heart, 
Proud of the Plenty of the Southern Part, 
To ſcorn that Union by which he may 
Boait 'twas his Country-man that writ this Play 2. 
Pnokzus himfelf, indulgent to. thy Muſe, 
Has to thy Country ſent this kind Excuſe, 
Fair Northern Laſs, it is not thro' Neglect 
I court thee at a Diſtance, but Reſpect. 
I cannot act, my Paſſion is ſo great, 
But I'll make up in Light, what wants in Heat; 
On thee I will beſtow my longeſt Days, 
And crown thy Sons with everlaſting Bays. 
My Beame that reach thee ſhall employ their Pow'rs 
To ripen Souls of Men, not Fruits or Flow'rs, 
Let warmer Climes my fading I'avours boaſt, 
Poets and Stars ſhine brighteſt in the Froſt; _ 
| | Epilogue 


* 


* The Motto borne by K. James I. ac, Beati Pacifici. 
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Epilogue ſpoken by TARTUFFE. 


ANY have been the vain Attempts of Vit, 
Againſt the ftill-prevailing Hypocrite ; 
Once, and but once, a Poet got the Day, 
And vanquiſh'd Byfe in a Puppet- play; 
And Buſie rallying, arm'd with Zeal and Rage, 
Poſſeſs'd the Pulpit, and pull'd down the Stage. 
To laugh at Engliſb Knaves, is dang'rous then, 
While Esgliſb Fools will think em honeft Men: 
But ſure no zealous Brother can deny us 
Free Leave with this our Monſieur ANANIAS. | 
A Man may ſay, without being call'd an Athieſt, 
There are damn'd Rogues among the French and Papi, 
That fx Salvation to ſhort Band and Hair, 
That belch and ſnuffle to prolong a Pray'r ;. 
That uſe (enjoy the Creature) to expreſs 
Plain Whoring, Gluttony, and Drunkenneſs; 
And, ina decent Way, perform them too 
As well, nay better far, perhaps, than you: 
V/hoſe fleſhly Failings are but Fornication, 5 
We Godly phraſe it Goſpe/-Propagation, 
juſt as Rebellion was call'd Reformation. 
Zeals ſtands but Sentry at the Gate of Sin, 
Whilſt all that have the Word paſs freely in. 
Silent, and in the Dark, for fear of Spies. 
We march, and take Damnation by Surprize. 
There's not a roaring Blade in all this Town 
Can go ſo far tow'rds Hell for Half-a-Crown, 
As I for Sixpence, for I know the Way; _ 
For want of Guides, Men are too apt to ſtray : 
Therefore give Ear to what I ſhall adviſe, 
Let ev'ry marry'd Man, that's grave and wiſe, 
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Take a TarTuFFE of known Ability, 

To teach and to increaſe. his Family; 

Who fflall fo ſettle laſting Reformation, 
Firſt Get his Son, then Give him Education. 


Se See Ys Se 


Epilogue on the Revival of Ben Johnſon's | 


Play called, Every Man in his Humour. 


Ntreaty ſhall not ſerve, nor Violence, 
To make me ſpeak in ſuch a Play's Defence, 


A Play, where Wit and Humour do agree 


To break all practis'd Laws of C-912dy : 


The Scene (what more abſurd !) in Erg/and lies, 


No Goa deſcend, nor dancing Devili riſe; 


No captive Prince from unknown Country brought, 


No Battle, nay, there's ſcarce a Duel fought ; 
And ſomething yet more ſharply might be ſaid ; 
But I conſider the poor Author's dead; | 
Let that be his Excuſe Now for our own, 
Why,——— Faith, in my Opinion, we need none, 
The Parts were fitted well; but ſome will ſay, 
Pox an 'em, Rogues, what made em chuſe this Play? 
J do not doubt but you will credit me, 

It was not Choice, but meer Neceſſitj; 

To all our writing Friends, in Town, we ſent, 
But not a Wit durſt venture out in Tent; | 
Have Patience but till Eaſter Term, and then 
You ſhall have 7igg and Hobby-horje agen. 

Here's Mr. MaTTHew, our domeſtic Wit, “ 
Does promiſe One o'th* Ten Plays he has writ ; 


But 


——_—_——u___@. cocwsÞdo 
—__— 


— 


* Mr, MarrREW MEDBOURN, an eminent Actor; be- 


ing to the Duke of York's Theatre. 
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But fince great Bribes weigh nothing with the Juſt, 
Know, we have Merits, and to them we truſt; 
When any Faſts, or Holidays, defer | 
The public Labours of the Theatre, 

We ride not forth, altho' the Day be fair, 

On ambling Tit, to take the Suburb Air; | 
But with our Authors meet, and ſpend that Time 

To make up Quarrels between Senſe and Rhime, + 
Wedneſdays and Fridays conſtantly. we ſate, 

Till after many a long and free Debate, 

For divers weighty Reaſons was thought fit, 

Unruly Senſe ſhould ſtill to Rhime Submit. 

This, the moſt wholeſome Laws we ever made, 
So ſtrictly in this Er Lou obey'd, 

Sure no Man here will ever dare to break. 

[Enter Jonnson's G.] 

Hold, and give Way, for I myſelf will ſpeak 3. 

Can You encourage ſo much Inſolence, 

And add new Faults ſtill to the great Offence. 

Your Anceſtors ſo raſnly did commit, 

Againſt the mighty Powers of Art and Wit? 

When they condemn'd thoſe noble Works of mine, 

SEJANUS, and my beſt lov'd CaTALINE: | 

Repent, or on your guilty Heads ſhall fall 

The Curſe of many a Rhiming Paſtoral:  _ 

The Three bold Beauchamps * ſhall revive again, 

And with the London-Prentice 4 conquer Spain. 

All the dull Follies of the former ge 

Shall find Applauſe on this corrupted Stage. : 

Bur if you. pay the great Arrears of Praiſe, 

So long ſince due to my much-injur'd Plays, 

From all paſt Crimes I firſt will ſet you free, 

And then inſpire ſome One to. write like Me. 


* 


unn. 


. * Alluding to the Three Parts of Henry VI. by Shake 
pear, : : 


t The London PRODICGAL. A | Comedy, by Shakeſpear.. | 
KNOT... 
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He ſaw no Anger in her Eye; 
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rr N G. „ 


T Noon, in a Sunſhiny Day, 
The brighter Lap of the May, 
Young CaLos:s innocent and gay, 
Sat KnoTTinG in a Shade: 


Each flender Finger play'd its Part, 


p 2 


With ſuch Activity and Art, 


As would inflame a youthful Heart,. 
And warm the moſt decay'd.. 


Her fav'rite Swain, by Chance, came by, 


Yet when the baſhful Boy drew nigh, 
She would have ſeem'd afraid, | 


She let her ivory Needle fall, 

And hurl'd away the twiled Ball; 

But ſtrait gave STREPRoN ſuch a Call, 
would have rais'd the Dead. 


Dear gentle Youth, is't none but Thee ? 


With Innocence I dare be free; 


By ſo much Truth and Modeſty 
No Nymph was e er betray'd. 


Come lean thy Head upon my Lap; „„ 
While thy ſmooth Cheeks I ſtroke and clap, | 


Thou may'ſt ſecurely take a Nap. 


Which he, poor Fool, obey'd. 


She ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſnore, 
And found him fait-aſleep all o'er. 
She ſigh'd, and could endure no more, 
Bat ſtarting up, ſhe-ſaid, OP 
| uc 


* 
— —— — 
—— 
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* This was Wrote in Compliment to Queen Max. 
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Such Virtue ſhall rewarded be: 19 7 Tf 
For this thy dull Fidelity, | 
Il truſt you with my Flocks, not Me, 
| Purſue thy grazing Trade ; r 
Go milk thy Goats, and ſhear thy Sheep, 4 
And watch all Night thy Flocks to keep; 
Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd aſleep 
By Me miſtaken Maid. 


S S e eee eee 


A SONO t CHloris, from the Blind 
Aenean? 


J. | | 
H! Cnrors, tis time to diſarm your bright Eyes, 
And lay by thoſe terrible Glances; 
We live in an Age that's more civil and wiſe, 
Than to follow the Rules of Romance. 
| 3 85 
When once your round Bubbies begin but to pout, 
They'll allow you no long Time of Courting ; 
And you'll md it a very hard Task to hold out, 
For all Maidens are Mortal at Fourteen, 
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A SONG on Bracx Bess. 


I. | 
Ethinks the poor Town has been troubled too long, 
With PIII Is and CHLoR 1s in every Song, 
| Þy Fools, who at once can both love and deſpair, 
Such and will never leave calling em cruel and fair, | 
ay: Which 


CG 


' 
181 
o 
1 
T 
7 
il 
t 
4 
I 
i 
1 
2 
1 
. 
2M 
F 2 * 
* 
mk 
1 
4 . 
Lt 
1 
* 
. 
1 
95 
* 
Fr 
} 
2 7 
13s 
by 
4 
+]. 
ge, 4 
bs 
4 


't 
wn 

y 
a 
7 
i 

. 
B 
wk 


———— 
OE 


n 2 t 


« n 
N 
fe 


46 Porms By the 


Which juſtly provokes me in Rhime to expreſs 
The Truth that 1 know of bonny BLack Bess. 
II. : 


This BEss of my Heart, this Bess of my Soul, 


Has a Skin white as Milk, and Hair black as a Coal; 


She's Pump, yet with Eaſe you may ſpan her round Waiſt 


But her round ſwelling Thighs can ſcarce be embrac'd | 
Her Belly is ſoft, not a Word of the reſt; 
But I know what think, 1 I drink to the Beſt. 
I 
The Plowman and Squire, the arranter Clown, 
At Home ſhe ſubdu'd in her Paragon-Gown ; 
But now ſhe adorns both the Boxes and Pit, 
And the proudeſt Town-Gallants are forc'd to ſubmit : 
All Hearts fall a leaping wherever ſhe comes, 


And beat Day and Ni ight, like my Lord Craven's Drums. 
IV. 


IT dare not permit her to come to Whitehall, 

For ſhe'd out-ſhine the Ladies, Paint, Je ewels, and all; 
If a Lord ſhould but whiſper his Love in a Crowd, 
She'd ſell him a Bargain, and laugh out aloud: 
Then the Queen over-hearing what BET T. did ſay, 


Would ſend Mr. Roper to take her away. / 
V. | 


But to thoſe that have had my dear BEss in their Arms 
She's gentle, and knows how to ſoften her Charms; 
And to every Beauty can add a new Grace, 

Having learn'd how to liſp and to trip in her Pace; 
And with a Head on one Side, and a languiſhing Eye, 
To kill us by looking as if ſhe would die. 
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- SONG Written at SEA, in the firſt Dutch- 
War, 1665, the Night before an Engagement. 


I. L 
T0 all you Ladies now at Land 
We Men at Sea indite ; 

But firſt wou'd have you underſtand 
How hard it is to write; 

The Muſes now, and Neptune too, 

We muſt implore to write to you. 
With a Fa, la, la, la, la. 


| II. 
For tho' the Muſes ſhould prove kind, 
And fill our empty Brain; 
Yet if rough Neptune rouſe the Wind, 
To waves the Azure Main, | 
Our Paper, Pen, and Ink, and we, 
Roll up and down our Ships at Sea, 
With a Fa, &c. 
| III. 
Then, if we write not by each Poſt, 
Think not we are unkind; - 
Nor yet conclude our Ships are loſt 
By Dutchmen, or by Wind : 
Our 4 we'll ſend a ſpeedier Way, 
The Tide ſhall bring em twice a Day. 
ith a Fa, &C. 


IV. 
The Kine, with wonder and Surprife, 
Will ſwear the Seas grow bold ; 
Becauſe the Tides will higher riſe, 
Than e'er they us'd of old: 


But 
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But let him know it is our Tears 


Brings Floods of Grief tc to Whitehall Sin. 


With a Fa, &c. 


V. 


Should foggy OrpAu chance to know 
Our fad and diſmal Story; 
The Dutch wou'd ſcorn ſo weak a Foe, - 
And quite their Fort at Goerce : 
For what Reſiſtance car they find 
From Men who've left their Hearts behind? ? 
With a Fa, &c. 


. 
Let Wind and Weather do its worſt, 
Be You to Us but kind; 
Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniards curſe, 
No Sorrow we ſhall find : 
"Tis then no Matter how Things go, 
Or who's our Friend, or Who s our Foe, 
With a Fa, &c. 


VIL 
To paſs our tedious Hours away, 
We throw a merry Main ; 


Or elſe at ſerious Ombre play; 


But, why ſhould we in vain 


Each others ruin thus purſue ? 
- We were undone when we left you. 


With a Fa, &c. 


. 
But now our Fears tempeſtuous grow, 
And caſt our Hopes away; 

Whilſt you, regardleſs of our Woe, 
Sit careleſs at a Play: | 
Perhaps permit ſome happier Man 
To kiſs your Hand, or flirt yous Fan. 

With a Fa, Kc, | 


I. 


Zar! of Dos ET. 


| IX. G 

' When any mournſul Tune you hear, 
That dies in ev'ry Note; 

As if it figh'd with each Man's Care, : 
For being ſo remote : 

Think then how often Love we've made 

To you, when all thoſe Tunes were play'd. 
With à Fa, &c. 


| 8 X. 
In Juſtice you cannot refuſe, 

To think of our Diſtreſs; _ 
'When we for Hopes of Honour loſe 
| Our certain Happineſs ; 

All thoſe Deſigns are but to prove 
Ourſelves more worthy of your Love. 
With a Fa, &c. 
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And now we've told you all our Loves, 
| And likewiſe all our Fears; 
In Hopes this Declaration moves 
Some Pity for our Tears : 
Let's hear of no Inconſtancy, 
We have too much of that at Sea. 
With a 2 la, la, la, la. 


cf of 
* 


K 
4. 
% 
— — —V ——— 22 Ie" — 
— ae TT IAA YT 2 * 


- 
EP K — 


4 


| = 


= 


N 
. 


r poems 
£83 F. RS. 
EXE = LEY 


LT IRE 
— N= 


— 2 Ag m——_ SY * 1 ** YT, * * — 5 mn 
© noe We 5 * 8 3 ngen NOT EE Rn Pw * 

5 ren * 3 * rr E 1 

1 ' 2 * — mh K R > 4 2 5 1 
name: hs IE : — 9 oo — A 


— CARE, 


oy _ — — _ — — oo 
LE ee c a IC 
ET TT IIs ons : 


— 
3 


— == — 
— — 


2 Ve 3 & * ; * - 
ING wg . 1 * . * bs EAT — — *. py 5 = bd 
Fr port 2 — b . f 3 7 — — reyes ooh — ct = 8 * S p * ” * 3 — a 2 
8 af : ty hs n ee 72 y; — r - - 5 P , . 2 4 a 
* > — — — ern E 5 — - "I In a hood... => 
ee rs — — — — — * 8 8 EY ä 4 
0 ** : ee lat 5 5 . RING 1 4 
© 17 ADE — Y . WA. : 5 — er 2 
N — — —— . — 0 — — OG ** = rer „ Jl Pati grins nes — 2 ow. 
= CY oY * * * 2 8 A * 2 a - # 
* - - ” - 4 - oh 
— 423 — 


— — 3 
—— = POR On 


* — 
— e — —— —Uä— bo; ut 3 hs 
— N * * - 4 — 0 * 7 
< k — d — — 


— e $2: 4:5: 


. OE TATE TEC EIIT ESE 
SS oe Sao oats ee TR oe 


Ne CREE DETECT GEES 8 


ee eee 


ü Miſcellaneous £ 0 . 


Dryden's Satire to his MUSE. 
Written by the Lord Somers. 


Dus liceat Libris, non licet ire mibi. Ovid. 
Turpiter huc, luc ingenioſus wu. Hor. 


D JS EAR me, dull Proſtitute, Gy than my Wife, 
Like her, the Shame and Clog of i my dull Life; 
ok Whole firſt Eaſſy was in a Tyrant's Praiſe,“ 
N % Bawdy in Prologues, blaſphemaas in Plays: 
So lewd, thou mad'ſt me for the Church unfit, - 
And I had ſtarv'd, but for a lucky Hit, c 
When the weak Miniſters-implor'd my Wit; 
Stol'ſt me from Buſineſs, where J might have made 
A ſolid Fortune to thy barren Trade. 

My Father wiſely bid me be a Clerk ; 

Thou whiſper'd'it, Boy, be thou a tearing Spark. 


a * 


T from that fatal Hour new Hopes purſu'd, 


Set up for Wit, and aukwardly was lewd ; 
Drank *gainſt my Stomach, gainſt my Conſcience ſwore, . 
Againſt my Will, I marry d a rank Whore : 

After two Children, and a third Miſcarriage, 
By brawny Brothers hector'd into Marriage. 
Affected Rapes and Luſts I'ad never known; 
As if that al! GO {ORRAH was my own. 


Nor 


* 
* 


#* His 1 on Oliver Cromwell. 
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Nor Love, nor Wine, could ever ſee me gay, 

To writing bred, I knew not what to ſay. 
With ſcolding Wife and ſtarving Chits beſet, 
When I want Money, and no Friend will treat, 
Chear'd with one Cup of thy Co/talian Spring, 
I can abuſe the Church, my Friend, and King; 
Tell him he's jilted, fool d, led by the Noſe, 
Then, like AL MAN Zz ok, turn upon his Foes; 
Libel his Miſtreſſes, and Staſemen too. 
Then o'er his whoring Life old Davip throw, | 
By whom Ur1an was ſo baſely ſlain ; 
But our good Monarch ſpares his CASTLEMA1N;, 
And OaTzs his Plots, and Treaſons, ſwears in vain : 
Defame the Men that gave me Meat and Cloaths, 
And then deny it with a thouſand Oarhs. 
AbRIEL to pleaſe, call Rochrs TER a Fool, 
SEDLEY a Capuchin, and Doxks ET dull. 
I, like Box osEK x, by the falſe Count hir'd, 
On ScrooP my Blunderbufs of Satire fir'd; 
In cool Blood call'd him Fool, Knave, Coward too; 
What more to Harr, or CRANBOURN could I do; 
Who long enjoy'd &'er I began to Woo? 
Thon'lt ſay, perhaps, What is all this to thee, 
If I a Coward; Cuckold, Villain be? 

But then thou ſhould ſt thy facred Aid refuſe, 
When I invoke it to ſo baſe a Uſe ; 
Blunt, of my murd'ring Pen, the killing Point, 
And honeſtly refuſe the odious Hint. 
But thou ne'er com ſt ſo gladly to my Call, 

As when on Merit uaprovok'd I fall. 

Is there a Patriot to be defam'd, 

Lady abus'd or virtuous Actions blam'd ? 

Thou, with Officious Haſte, rank'ſt ev'ry Word, 
And giv'ſt thy raging Madman a ſharp Sword: 
Devils to Witches are not more at Hand, 

Than thou, when I an helliſh Task Comix: 
'To thee, ungrateful ! what has MoxMOUTEH donr, 
That, Parſon- like, thou call'ſt him AnSALON ? 

D 2 And 
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And by that Name doſt fooliſhly infer, 


He from old Dav i d's Head the Crown would tear, 'by 


Was he ambitious, he had kept his Place : 

Stood high in Davip's as People's Grace; 

And warlike Chief of the Prætorian Bands, 

To the whole Nation's Hearts had join'd their Hands ; 
Of publick Good diſſembled his deep Care, 

With the falſe JeBus1TE a-while kept fair; 

Then in ſome great deciſive glorious Day, 

Make thoſe vile Cormorants diſgorge their Prey, 
Our Church, Religion, Freedom, and our Laws, 
Thofe darling Morſels of their longing Jaws. 

Wiſe STANLEY thus, till Boſevorth's fatal Day, 

Did feeming Faith to cruel Rienarp pay; 

But let the Tyrant in the Heat of Fight, 

And brought Succeſs to Harry's drooping Right. 
MonmovuTHs brave Mind could no Diſguiſe endure, 
Still noble Ways preferring to ſecure, . 
While Davip laviſhes his People's Love, 

He buys the Purchaſe with Deſign t'improve; 
And like fome prudent Kinſmen, re-convey 

What the wild Heir hath vainly thrown away, 

Leſt the Great Ancient Family decay. 

Good honeſt DAvip, why would'ſt thou have made 
Of ſuch a Son and Parhament afraid ? 

Which whilſt he ſways, what Faction dares diſpute, 
Or who can ſay, He is not abſolute ! | 
Thro' them he may command the People's Purſe, 
And ſpend their Wealth and Blood without a Curſe. 
By Laws they would a Popiſh Heir exclude, | 
Not by rude Force, or a tumultuous Crowd : 
Againſt Nawarre the factious Princes leagu'd, 

And the right Heir the Papal World intrigu'd : 


The State-Religion he was forc'd to. own ; 
The harmleſs People took it in good Part, | 
The zealous Church yet flabb'd him to the Heart; 


2 
- 


When a long War had plac'd him on the Throne, | 


Taught 
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Taught all by Story, there was no Defence, 


53 


But they muſt change their Faith, or change their Prince. 


Who would not here the like Extreams prevent, 
And ſettle Things by. Aid of Parhament ? 
Thou only Court preſiding at the Helm, | 
Which mak'ſt all others uſeful to the Realm; 
Inferior Judges trembling to decree = 
What may hereafter be condemn'd by thee : 
The Chancellor's and ill Stateſman's only Dreads, 
For it is thou alone can reach their Head. 0 
By thee fell Wols EN, and falſe CLAREN Do, 
Abandon'd by their Kings, but here undone; 
Both over-whelm'd for daring to remove, 
Or ſtem the Torrent of their Maſter's Love: 
The one fair BuLLEen to his Prince deny'd ; 
The other made lov'd STUarT, R1icumond's Pride, 


To their own Ruin. can all Men agree, 
And none the Precipice but. Courtiers ſee? 
Courtiers, who importune the Sovereign, 
To pardon Robbers, Cut-throats, for their Gain; 
Who live on Ideots, Lunaticks, Forfeits, Fines,. 
And cannot thrive but when the Nation pines. 
Unhappy we, if rul'd by ſuch, whoſe Rent 
Conſiſts in Breaches of. the Government. 
Some few there are with great Eſtates indeed, 
| Yet labour with imaginary Need: | 


Strange ſort of Fools, who, for one Penſion more, 


Enſlave themſelves, and all they had before. 
Others, with Titles and new Earldoms caught. 
Would give up all for which the Barons fought: 
They're equally unfit for Government. 
Who nothing have, or nothing will content. 
Who bid thee in Acn1ToPHEL's vile Name, 

Old David's Errors and his Faults proclaim ? 
Or ſay, Plots True or Falſe are needful Things, 
o fet up Commonwealths, and pull down Kings ? 


| 


And with the Royal Blood for ever, mingled Hype. 
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That Dav: D, whom thou doſt with Rev'rence name; | 
Charm'd into Eaſe, grows Careleſs of his Fame, 
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And brib'd with petty Sums of foreign Gold, 

F. grown in BATUHSHEBA'Ss Embreceès old? 

Taat, like the Prince of Angels, from his Height, 
He now comes downward with diminiſh'd Light? 
If Pavin once ill Language lay to Heart, 
Who ſha!l the Poet from the Traytor part ? | 
The People's Voice, of Old the Voice of God, 
Thou call'ſt the Voice of an unruly Crowd. | 
Crowds are the Fool 5 
That flock to thine and D'UxPEx's Loyal Plays, 
And give implicit Claps on your third Days: 
About the Stage of Mountebank they wait, 


And whoop at Cudgels, or a broken Pate, 


But have, like thee, no Int'reſt in the State. 

Rule as thou wilt the Realm of Mexico, 

And under Iron-Yckes make Indian Bow; 

But with old Exgland what haſt thou to do? | 
Who from our Kings an uſeſul Pow'r would take; _ 
Nor have they Pow'r ; but for the People's Sake 
Difarm themfelves, and Anarchy beſpeak. 


Kings may do good at their full Stretch of Will, 


And need not for a Strain of Law fland ſtill. 
They ſpare with Mercy, tho' with Judgment kill, 


Confin d, like God, only from doing III. 


Thus in our Papal Fire, to ſave the Town, 
Some Houſes were blown up, and ſome pull'd down: 
None blam'd the Order, fince *twas underſtood, 
A private Miſchief's for the publick Good. 
Tho' we all periſh, yet we muſt forbear 

The ſacred Title of a Popiſn Heir, 

If we thy fooliſh Politicks ſhould hear. 
Somewhere there muſt a Sov'reign Power be, 

In King, in Lords, in Commons, or all Three, 
Deriv'd from God, and only leſs than his, 
Which can do all, and nothing do amiſs; 


— 


The 


Miſcellaneous PorMs. 55 


The ſacred Ties of Marriage can diſſolve, 

And Children in their Parents Crimes involve, - 
Making thoſe Baftards who had elſe been Heirs, 

And injur'd Husbands legal Widowers ; 

Cut off Entails, make new, repeat old Laws, 

And of contending Kings decide the Caulc. 

Thus from the Helm our learned R1icnarp thruſt, 
Confeſs d their Pow'r, and own'd their Sentence juſt. 
And on the Throne our brave Fourth Epwarp fate, 
Whilſt Harxy liv'd a Pris'ner of the State. 
Alphonso thus depos'd for his weak Life, 

PezpRo enjoy'd his Kingdom and his Wife. 

There Jus Divinum barks not at his Right, 

Damns not his Rule by Day, nor Loye by Night. 

In his Defence, each private Man may kill; 

Muſt then a Nation periſh and ſtand ſtill ? 

If for our Laws, Faith, God, we may not fight, 
When can a Chriſtian Sword be in the Right ? 

O! the prodigious Wit, and wond'rous Sting, _ 
To call Achir'rRHEL's Son, unfeather'd two-legg'd thing! 
So by old PL Aro Man was once dein'd, 

Till a pull'd Cock that Notion undermin'd. 

Thy AmtEL with Bull Jenas ſelf may vye 

For all but Courage, Wit, and Honeſty. 

As loud he roar'd gainſt the Prerogative, 

As ſharply blam'd, as ſtingily would give, 

Till his own Wants oblig'd him to receive, 
And on his cheated Sire he could no longer live : 
Whoſe whole Eſtate, when he in Truſt, had got, 
Thy honeſt Amer grudg'd him Pipe and Pot. 

Thy Husnai next, a true Friend &'er a Man, 

So ſoon his Dearneſs with his Prince began, 

Was but Fourteen when David was Abroad, 

Leſs fit for a King's Friendihip than a Rd; 
Which he deſerv'd, when he with Tears reply d, 
And in full Houſe the Baby cry'd, : 
How could one German Journey teach his Youth, 


And add Experience to his native Truth 
| D 4 Abroad 


— 
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Abroad he learn'd to live upon his Prince, | 


As ev'ry Fool, Whore, Bully, has done ſince ; 

To other Merit he has no Pretence. © 
Barz1LLAa1's Praiſe I could rehearſe again, 

And make the ſecond Labour of my Pen; 

Wiſe, Valiant, Loyal, Rich, of high Deſcent, 

Born tall that Fortune for her Darlings meant, 

Who nobly ſcorn'd a private Happineſs, 

When he bebeld the Sov'reign in Diſtreſs : 0 

To Arms he flew, but, with bold CA ro's Fate, 
Eſpous d the Cauſe that Fortune ſeem'd to hate: 
Striving to ſave the Head that wore the Crown, 

He pull'd the mighty Ruin on his own. 

But why extolF'd Feru/alem's Sagan, | 

At Drink and Whores indeed a very Dragon ? 

Not MacpaLEn, poſleſs'd in all her Prime 

With her ten Devils, could have equall'd him; 
Why would'ſt thou call thy Aprier a Muſe, 4 
And Davin of his haſty Riſe accule ? 7 
When we all know the fame obliging Hand C 


Gave him his George, and ChuxchiII his Command, 
Jermin his Countryhouſe,and Bromwick his Poynt Band. 
Or jornau flatter'd with vain fckle Thing, 
Famous for Jeſts upon the Church and King: 
One while Pythagorasr's harmleſs Food, 
For Thoughts and Politicks muſt cool his Blood ; 
And then again with Whores and luſty Wines, 
Revets all Night, and thinks him mad that Dines. 
Quibbles, Jokes, Puns, and trifling Wit he has, 
And, like the Swede, is very rich in Braſs: 
Againſt the Court and DAvip's ſelf he roar'd, 
How ill he govern'd, and how worſe he whor'd : 
Would {wear a Parrot had more Wit than Ne/ly, 
With her parch'd Face, more wrinkled than P—Belly. 
Yet now to Both, like Popiſh Saints, he prays, | 
Which ſhews he will not burn in James's Days: 
In his plain Band, and Honeſty in Show. 
He only aim'd at Danby's Overthrow ; 

| Which 


*%, 
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Which when obtain'd, this Patriot had his Ends, 
And farewel all his plain well meaning Friends; 
There was no Plot, no Popiſh Duke to fear, 
With Dansr all our Dangers diſappear. 


Daxsy thus ſetting, to prevent dark Night, 
This paler Moon ſhews forth its clearer Light,, 
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Miſguides our Conſellors with her glim'ring Ray, 


And all our Men of Bus'nefs loſe their May: 
Our Parliament's diſſolv'd, new Members meet, 
An Oxford Journey muſt allay their: Heat : 

But the true Engliſb Intereſt appear d, 

The Silver Smiths for their Diana fear'd;. 
Pop'ry would-paſs on us in no Diſguiſe, 


No Flow'rs could hide that Serpent from our Eyes, 


We're in ſuch haſte diſſolv'd, that in the Street 
New choſen with diſſolving- Members meet; 
And then a Paper, in good Davip's Name, 
Muſt the Proceedings of. the Houſe defame. 


Sheriff 's and Juries pack d, Juſtices made 
Knights of th' Addrefs, and all falſe Colours laid, 


To cheat their Party with a vain Conceit, 
The People, Parliaments both fear, and hate. 
What Saursox in a Dungeon, Captive, Blind, 


Ia ſpiteful:Rage for cruel Foes deſign'd, 
The Houſe of Commons muſt be thought to do 


7 themſelves, and thoſe that truſt em too. 
he Head ſhall ſooner fear its own right Hand, 
Parents their ſmiling Infants Death Command, 
The chearful Birds fit ſilent in the Spring, 
Than Lords or Commons hurt the Realm or King. 
They may thy Heroes, that ſmall faithful. Band, 
Precious-Counſellors, who dare ſingly ſtand 
Gainſt the collective Wiſdom of the Land. 
Davio in Exile had more Friends than thou 

Wilt to his beſt, his happier Days allow. 

Why ſounds thy Trumpet in the Time of Peace? 
Art thou afraid our Diff rences ſhould ceaſe, 


That thus thou talk'ſt of Rebels, Freaſons, more 
Than any {-i4 Witneſs ever ſwore ? 


£ 


Soldiers 
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Soldiers of Fortune thus to drive a Trade, 
Care not what Ruin, or what Aaughter's made. 
But near me propheſy, and mark we well; 
— er thrice the Roſe renews its fragrant Smell, 
_ and King ſhall join, Lke Man and Wife, by 
both abhor the Engines of their Strife: 
N o more ſhall they endure a Hackney Pen, 
And thou, caſhier'd, ſhalt to the Stage again, 
Pleaſe none but filly Women, or worſe Men ; 
Davin ſhall find Duty an empty Word, 
(For dit” rent Faiths can never have one Sword; 
The Knot of Friendſhip is but looſely ty'd, 
Twixt thoſe that heavenly Concerns divide.) 
He then ſhall with his Parliament agree, 
And Lives and Fortunes ſhall their Language be. 
MoxnmovuTa be bleſsd for all that he has done, 
While thy vile Heroes to their Pardons run. 
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1 Did but look and love a- while,. L þ 
Twas but for one half Hour; 11 : 
Then to refit T had no Will, Es 

And now I have no Power. 

IT. 

To figh, and with, is all my Eaſe ; 

Sighs, which do Heat impart, 
Enough to melt the coldeſt Ice, 

Yet cannot warm your Heart. 
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III. 5 | 
0 would your pity give my 1 
One Corner of your Breaſt ; 


'Twould learn of yours the winning Art, 
And quickly ſteal the roles 
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J. > 
ALafſpt in the Arms of her I love, 
Fn vain, alas ! for Life I ftrove : 
My. flutt'ring Spirits, wrapt in Fire, 
By Love's myſterious Art, 
Borne on the Wings of fierce Deſire, 
Flew from my FEE ON 
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'Thus lying in a Trance for dead, 

Her ſwelling Breaſts bore up my Head ; 

When waking from a pleaſing Dream, 
I ſaw her killing Eyes, 

Which did in fiery Glances ſeem 
1 Ins Now CzL1a. dies. | | 
00,- | 9 
F ainging, ſhe preſs'd me in her Arms, if 
And nbling lay, diſſolr d in Charms; 
When; with a ſhiv'ring Voice, ſhe cry'd, 

Muſt I alone, then die? 
No, no, I languiſhing reply'd, 
FI bear thee Company. 
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| | IV. | 
Melting our Souls thus into one, 
Swift Joys our Wiſhes did out-run : 
Then launch'd in rolling Seas of Bliſs, 
We bid the World adieu; _ 
Swearing by ev'ry charming Kiſs, 
To be for ever true. 
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The Miller's Tart from CHAUCER. 
 Inferibed 70 N. Rowe, Eg; 
By Mr. SA MUE L COBB, 
= te f Trinity College in Cambridge. * 


The ARGUMENT. 


NICHOLAS, 2 S:holar of Oxford, prafifeth with 


ALISON, 'the Carpenter” s Wife of Olney, to deceive 
Ber Huſband; but in the End is rewarded accord; 20. 


Hilom in Oxford an old Chuff did dwell, * 
A Carpenter by Trade, as Stories tell; 
Who by his Craft had heap'd up many a Hoard, 
And furniſtid Strangers both with Bed and Board. 
With him a Scholar lodg'd, of flender Means, 
But notable for Sciences and Senſe, 
Yet, tho' he took Degrees in Arts, his ow 


Was moſtly to role inclin d: 
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Mr. Cobb died in the Year 1713, and wa interred 
in 4 Cleyſter of Chriſt-Church Hihi, London. | 
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A Lad in Divination {kill'd and ſhrewd, 
Who by Interrogations could conclude, 
If Men ſhould aſk him, at what certain Hours 
The droughty, Earth would gape for cooling Show'rs, 
When it ſhould rain, or ſnow, what ſhould befall 
Of fifty Things; I cannot reckon all. 
This learned Clerk had got a mighty Fame 
For Modeſty, and Y/CHOLAS, hi; Name. 
Subtile he was, well-taught in Curip's Trade, 
But ſeem'd as meek and baſhful as a Maid. 0 
A Chamber in his Hoſtelry he kept, a 
Alone he ſtudy'd, and alone he ſlept, 
With ſweet and fragrant Herbs the Room was dreſt, 
But he was ten times ſweeter than the beſt, 
His Books of various Size, or great or ſmall, 
His Augrim Stones to caſt Accompts withal; 
His Afrolabe and Almagift * apart, 
With twenty more hard Names of cunning Art, 
On ſeveral Shelves were couched nigh his * 
And the Preſs cover'd with a folding Red. 
Above, an Inſtrument of Muſick lay, 
On which ſweet Melody he us'd to play, 
So wond'rous ſweet, — all the Chamber rung. 
And Angelus ad Virginem + he ſung; 
Then would he chaunt in good King Davip's Note, 
Full often bleſſed was his merry Throat. 5 
And thus the Cier i in Books and Muſick ſpent 
His Time, and Exhibitions yearly Rent. 
This Carpenter had a new-married Wife, 
Lov'd as his Eyes, and dearer than his Life. 
The buxom Laſs had twice nine Summers ſeen, 
And her briſk Blood ran high in ev'ry Vein, 
The Dotard, jealous of ſo ripe an Age, 
Watch'd her, and lock'd her, like a Bird in Cage: 2 
For ſhe was wild, and in her lovely Prime; 
But he, poor Man! walk'd down the Hill of Tine. 
* The Name of a Book of Aſtronomy; written by Pto- 
lomy. F. The Angel's Salutation to the Vi n ND 
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He knew his own weak Side, and dreamt in Bed, 
She had, or would be planting on his Head. 
He knew not Caro, for his Wit was rude, © 
That Men ſhould wed with their Similitude. 
Like ſhould with Like, in Love and Years, engage, 
For Youth can never be a Rhyme to Age. | 
Hence Jealouſies create a nuptial War, 
And the warm Seaſons with the frigid jar: 
But where the Trap's once down, he muſt endure 
His Fate, and Patience is the only Cure, 
'Perhaps his Father, and a hundred more 
Of honeſt Chriſtians, were thus ſerv'd before. 
Fair was his charming Conſort, and withal 
S ender her Waſte, and like a Veaſel's, ſmall. 
She had a Girdle barred all with Silk, _ 
And a clean Apron, white as Morrow Milk. 
White as her Smock, embroider'd all before, 
Which on her Loins in many Plaits ſhe wore. 
Broad was her ſilken Fillet, ſet full high, 
And oft ſhe twinkled with a liquoriſh Bye. 
Her Brows were arched like a bended Bow, 
Like Marble ſmooth, and blacker than a Shoe, 
She ſofter far than Wool, or fleecy Snow, 
Were you to ſearch the Univerſe around, 
So gay a Wench was never to be found. 
With greater Brightneſs did her Colour ſhine, 
Than a new Noble of the freſheſt Coin, 
Shrill was her Song, and lond her piercing Note, 
No Swe/law on a Barn had ſuch a Throat. 
To this the ſkipp'd and caper'd, like a Lamb, 
Or Kid, or Calf, when they purſue their Dam. — 
Sweet as Methegiin was her Honey Lip, | 
Or Hoard of Apples which in Hay are kept, 
Winctng-ſhe was, as is a jolly C5ʃ⸗, 
Long as a Maſt, and upright as a Bolt, 
Above her Ancles laced was her Shoe ; 
She was a Primroſe, and a Pigſnye oo; 1 5 
And fit to lig by any Chriſtian's Side, N | 
Or a Lord's Miſtreſs, or a Yeoman's Bride. ; 


This NIcHOLAs (for I the Truth will tell) 


| Began to ſport and wanton with his Dame, 


Is this your Breeding and Civility ? 
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Now, Ser, what think you how the Caſe befell? 


Was a meer Wag, and on a certain Day, 
When the good Man, the Huſband, was away, 


(For Clerks are ſty and very full of Game) 

And privily he caught her by That ſame. 
My * Lemman Dear, quoth he, I'm all on Fire, 
And periſh, if you grant not my Deſire. | 
He claſp'd her round, and held her faſt, and cry'd, 
O let me, let me never be deny'd. | R 
At this ſne wreath'd her Head, and ſprung aloof, | 
Like a young frisking Colt, whoſe tender Hoof 
Ne'er felt the Farrier's Hand, and never knew 
The Virgin Burden of an Iron Shoe. | 
Fie Nichols, away your Hand, quoth ſhe, 


Foh ! Idle Sot ! What means th' unmanner'd Clown, 
'To teaze me thus, and tois me up and down? 

IL vow I'll tell, and bawl it o'er the Town. 

You're rude, and will you not be anſwer'd, No? 
J will not kiſs you prithee, let me go. | 

Here N1cnoLas,' a young, deſigning Knave, 

Began to weep, and cant, and Pardon crave. 

So fair he ſpoke, and importun'd ſo faſt, 

This ſeeming modeſt Spouſe conſents at laſt ; 

By good St. 'Txomas © ſwore, her uſual Oath, —__ 
That ſhe: would meet his Love, tho' mighty loath. = 
If you, ſaid ſhe, convenient Leiſure wait, 

** (Yowknow my Husband has a jealous Pate) 

« I will requite you, for if once the Beaſt 3 
Should chance to find us out, and ſmell the Jeſt, \ 
« I muſt be a dead Woman at leaſt. 

Let that, quoth NicnoLas, ne'er vex your Head, 
He muſt be a meer learned Aſs indeed, LN PL 
And very fooliſhly beſets his Wile. 
Who cannot à dull Carpenter beguile. 


* 


f. 1 . On 


64 Miſcellaneous PO ER MS. 


And thus they were accorded, thus they ſwore: 
To wait the Time, as I have ſaid before. 
And now, when Nichelas had wore away - 
The pleaſant Time in harmleſs am'rous Hay, 
To his melodious Pſaltery he flew, _ 
Play'd Tunes of Love, by which his Paſſion grew, 
Then printed on her Lips a dear Adieu. 
It happen'd thus,. I cannot rightly tell, 
If it on Eafter, or on M biiſon fell; 
That on a Holiday, this modeſt. Dame: g 
To Church with other honeſt Neighbours came, 
In a good Fit, to hear the Parſon preach. : 
What the divine Apoſtles us'd to teach. 
Bright was her Forehead, and no Summer's Day 
"Shene half ſo clear, ſo tempting, - and ſo gay. 
Now to this Pariſh did a Clerk belong. 
Who many a. Time had Tais'd a holy Song. 
His Name was Aöſalon, a ſilly Man, 
Who curl'd his Hair, which ſtrutted like a Fan, 
And from his jolly, pert, and empty Head, 
In Golden Ringlets on his Shoulders ſpread. 
His Face was red, his Eyes as grey as Gooſe, 
With St. Paul's Windows figur 'd on his Shoes. 
Full properly he walk d, in Scarlet. Hoſe; 
But light and Silver- colour d were his Cloaths, 
And Surplice white as Bloſſoms on the Roſe. 
Thick Poynts and Taſſels did the Coxcomb pleaſe, 
And fetouſly they dangled on his Knees. 
He could let Blood, and ſhave your Beard and Head, 
But a meer Barber-Surgeon by his Trade. 
Nay, he could write and read, and. that is more 
'Fhan Twenty Pariſh-Clerks could do- before. 
Nay, he could fill a Bond, and learnt from France, 
In thirty Motions how-to trip ard dance; 
Could frisk and toſs his twirling Legs in Air, 
Nice were his Feet, and trod it to a Hair. 
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Songs would he play, and not hide his Wit, 
Would ſqueak a Treble to his ſwaling Kit, 
His Dreſs was finical, his Muſic queer, 
And pleas'd a Tapſter's Eyes, or Drawer's Ear, 
No Tavern, Brew-houſe, Ale-houſe in the Town, 
Was to the gentle Abſalon unknown: : 
But he was very careful of his Wind, 
And never let it ſally out behind. 
To give the Devil his Due, he had an Art, 
By civil Speech, to win a Lady's Heart. 
This A&/alon, ſo jolly, ſpruce, and gay, 
Went with the Cenſor on the Sabbath Day 
He ſwung the Incenſe Pot with comely Grace, 
But chiefly would he fume a pretty Face. | 
His wanton Eye, which ev'ry where he caſt, 
Dwelt on the Carpenter's fine Dame at laſt, 
So ſweet and pre was his lovely Wife, 
That he could freely gaze away his Life. 


Were he a Cat, this pretty Mouſe would feel 
Too ſoon his Tallons, a delicious Meal. N 


And now had Cupid ſhot a piercing Dart, 
And wet the Feathers in his wounded Heart. 
No Off ring of the handſome Wives he tock, 
Hie wonted nothing but a ſmiling Look, 
The Pariſh Fees refus'd, and ſaid, the Light 
Of the fair Moon ſhines brighteſt in the Night. 
Soon as the Cock had bid the Morning rife, 
The ſmitten Lover to his Fiddle flies; 
A hideous Noiſe his ſqeaking Trilloes make, 
And all the drowſy Neighbourhood awake. : 
At the lov'd Houſe ſome am'rous Tunes he play'd,. 
Ard thus with gentle Voice he ſung, or ſaid, 
New, dear Lady, if thy Will be, 


S 7 pray you that you'll pity me. 


And twenty ſuch complaining Notes he ſang, 
Alike the Muſic of his Kit, and Tongue. 
At this the ſtaring Carpenter awoke, 
And thus his Wife (fair Aliſon) beſpoke ; 
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Art thou aſleep, or art thou deaf, my Dear? 
And cannot 5 glon at Window hear? 
How with his Serenade he charms us all, 
Chaunting melodiouſly beneath our Wall? 

_ Yes, yes, I hear him, Aliſen reply d, 
Too well, God wot; and then ſhe turn'd aſide: 
Thus went Affairs, till {b/alon, alas! 
Was a Joſt Creature, a meer whining Aſs, 
All Night he wakes, and ſighs, and wears, away 
On his broad Locks and Dreſs the live Jong Day, 
To ſuch a Height his doating Fondneſs grew, 
To kiſs the Ground, and wipe her very Shoe. 
Where'er the went, he like a Slave purſu'd, 
With ſpiced Ale, and ſweet Metheglin woo'd. 
All Dainties he could rap and end he got, 
And ſent her Tarts and Cuſtards piping hot. 

He ſpar'd no Coſt for an expenſive Treat, 
Of Mead and Cyder, and all Sorts of Meat. 
Throbbing he ſings with his Iamenting Throat, 
And rivals PRIIOELA's mournful Note. 

With Rigour ſome, and ſome with gentle Arts, 
Have found a Paſſage to yqung Ladies Hearts: 

Some Wealth have won, and ſome have had the Lot 
To fall enamour'd of a treating Sot. 
Sometimes he Scaramouched it on high, 
And Harlequin'd it with Activity; IE 
Betrays the Lightneſs of his empty Head, 
And how he could cut Capers in a Bed. 
But neither this nor that the Damſel move, 
For Nicholas has ſwept the Stakes of Love. 
vt | |; The Pariſh Clerk has nothing met but Scorn, 
| FRE And may go Fiddle now, or blow his Horn. 
5 Thus gentle Aſalon is made her Ape, 
| 10h And all his Paſſion turn'd into a Jape ; 
140 For Nicholas is always in her Eye; | 
True, ſays the Proverb, that the Nigh are /y. 
A diſtant Love may Diſappoinment find, 
For out of Sight is ever out of Mind, 0 
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| Now, Nicholas, thy Craft and Cunning try, 


Were decently contriving for his Brows : 


Perhaps the Man is mad, aſleep, or dead. 


Well, by St. Thomas, 1 don't like it, Wife. T 
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The Scholar was at Hand, as J have told, A 
And gave the Pariſh:Clerk the Dog to Hold. 


That Ab/alon may de profundis cry. | | 

Now when this Carpenter was call'd away, 
To work at Ofzey, on a certain Day; | 
The ſubtile Scholar, and the wanton Spouſe, 


Agreed, that Nicholas ſhould ſhape a Wile, 

Her addle-pated Husband to beguile. 

And if ſo be the Game ſucceeded right, 
She then would fleep within his Arms äll Night: 
For both were in this one Deſire concern'd, 
Alike they ſuffer'd, and alike they burn d. | | 
Strait a new Thought leap'd croſs the Scholar's Head, | 
Who at that Inſtant to his Chamber fled : | 
But to relieve his Thirſt and Munger, A 5 


Of Meat and Liquor a ſubſtantial Store, 
And victuall'd it for a long Day or more. 5 | 

Alce, ſhould your Husband ask for Us, quoth he, 1 
Reply, in Seorn, What's Nicholas to Me? | 
Am I his Keeper? Help your ſilly Head! | 1 


My Maid indeed has thump'd this Hour or more, 
And knock'd as if ſhe'd thunder down the Door:- 
But he, a moaping Drone, no Anſwer gave, 
Faſt as a Church, and filent as the Grave. 

Thus did one Saturday entire conſume, _ 


Since Micholas had lock'd him in his Room. 
Nor was he idle, for no Lent he kept, 
But eat like other Men, and drank, and ſlept ; 


Did what he lift, till the next Sun was new, 
And went to Reſt as common Mortals do. 
This Carpenter was in a grievous Pain, 


Leſt Nicholas ſhould over-work his Brain; 


By Study loſe his Reaſon, or his Life. 
The 


68 Miscellaneous POEMS. 


The World we live in is a tickliſh Place, 
And ſudden Death has often ſtopp'd our Race- 
I ſaw a Corpſe, as to the Church it paſt, 
And the poor Man at Work but Monday laſt. 
Run Dic, quoth he, run ſpeedily up Stairs, 
Thump at the Door, and fee how ſtand Affairs. ; 
Up ſtrait he runs, like any. Tem peſt flies, | N 
And knocks, and bawls, and like a Madman cries, 
Ho! Maſter Nicholas, what mean you thus 
To ſlee p all Night and Day, and frighten us? 
He might as well have whiſtled to the Wind, 
As from good Nicholas an Anſwer find. 
At laſt he ſpy d a Hole full low and deep, 
Where uſually the Cat was wont to creep; 
Here was diſcover'd to his wond'ring Sight 
The Scholar gazing with his Eyes upright, 
As if intent upon the Stars and Moon; | 
And down runs he to tell his Maſter ſoon, 
In what Array he ſaw this ſtudious Man: 
The Carpenter to croſs himſelf began; 
And cry'd St. Frideſiuid, help us one and all! 
Little we know what Fate ſhall us befal. 
This Man with his Aſtronomy is got 
Into ſome Frenzy, and ſtark mad, God wot : 4 
This comes of poring. on his cunning, Books, : 
Of his Moon-ſnuffing, and Star-peeping. Looks : 1 
Why ſhould a filly Earth-born Mortal pry 1 
On Heav'n, and ſearch the Secrets of the Sky? F 
Well fare thoſe Men, who no more Learning need, 9 
Than what's contain d in the Lord's Pray'r and Creed, 4 
| 
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Scholars ſufficient, if they can but read 

Thus far'd a ſage Philoſopher 5 of old, | 3 
Who walking out, as 'tis in Story told, 3 
Was ſo much with Aſtronomy. bewitch'd,. | 
That his Star-gazing Clerkſhip was beditch d. hs 
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III Luck attends the Man who looks too high, = 
Ard can a'Star, but not a Marlpit ſpy. 
But, by St. Thomas, this ſhall never paſs; 
Too well I love this gentle Nicholas. 
F1l ferret him, unleſs the Devil's in it, 
F rom his brown Fit -4 Study in'a Minute. 

Robin, let's try if that Iron Pur 
And your ſtrong Back can make this Scholar ftir ; 
Now Robin was a Lad of Brawn and Bones, 
And by the Haſp heav'd up the Door at once; 
Which in the Chamber fell with dreadful Sound, 
As would a Man like you or me aftound. 
But Nicholas did nothing do but ſtare, 


And, like a Statue, gape into the Air. 


This Carpenter was in a piteous Fear, 


Becauſe he did not, or he would not, hear; 


Thought ſeem deep Melancholy had impar d 

His Brain, and that of Mercy he deſpair'd ; 

For which the Student in his Arms he took 

With Might and Main, and by the Shoulders Mock z 
Cry'd, Nicholas awake! What, not a Word? 

Look down, deſpair not think upon the R 
Then the Night- Spell he mumbled to himſelf: 

Bleſs thee from Friends, and ev'ry wicked Elf! 

He croſt the Threſhold, where the Dev'l might creep, 
And each ſmall Hole, through which an Imp might peep. 
With ſolemn Pater-nofters bleſs the Door, | 

And Awve-Mary's, after and before. | 
At this the Clerk ſent forth a heavy Sigh, | ; 


With Tears, and woful Tone began to cry 
And. hall this World be loſt fo ſoon? Ab, why? 
What do hear? the Carpenter reply d, 
What ſay'ſt thou, Nich'las? Sure thou art beſide 
3 Thyſelf : Serve God, as we poor Lab'rers do, 
And then no Harm, no Danger will enſue. 
Ah!] Friend, quoth Nicholas, you little think 

3 V nat I can tell; but 5 let's have ſome Drink. 


Thenz 


4 
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Then, my dear Hoſt, thou ſhalt in private learn 
Some certain Things, which thee and me concern 
It ſhall no Mortal but yourſelf avail; 
Then fetch a Vincheſtier of mighty Ale. 
And now when both had drank an equal Share, 
Cries Nicholas, fit down and draw your Chair, 
But firſt, ſweet Landlord, you muſt take an Oath, 
'To no Man living to betray the Troth : 
For, truſt me, what I'm. going to relate 
Ts Revelation, and as ſure as Fate: 
And if you tell, this Vengeance will enſue, - 
No Hare in March will be ſo mad as you. 
Nay, quoth mine Hoſt, I am no Blab, not I, 
And hang me, if you catch me in a Lie. i 
E would not tell, tho' 'twere to ſave my Life, 22 
To Chick, or Child, to Man, or Maid, *or Wife. 
Now, John, quoth Nicholas, I will not hide | 
What by my Art I have of late deſcry d; 

How, as I por'd upon fair Cynthia's Light, 
Should fall on Monday next, at Quarter-Night, 

A Rain ſo ſudden, and ſo long to boot, 

That Noab's Flood was but a Spoonful to't. 

This World, within the Compaſs of an Hour . 
Shall all be drown'd ; fo hideous is the Show! r. > - 
As will the Cattle and Mankind devour. 

Cries then this ſilly Man, Alas, my Wife! 

My Boſom- Comfort, and my better Life 

And muſt the drown and periſh with the reſt ? 

My Aliſon, the Darling of my Breaſt ? 

At this well nigh he ſwoon'd, o'erwhelm'd with Grief, 
.Fetch'd a deep Sigh, And is there no Relief, 
No Remedy, he cry'd, no Succour left ? 

Are we, alas! of ev'ry Hope bereft ? 

No, by no Means, quoth this deſigning Clerk, 
Be of good Heart, and by Inſtruction Work 
For if by Nicholas you will be led, 
And build no Cailles i in your own wild Head, 
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None ſor ſecure ; for Solomon ſays true, 

Wark all by Counſel, and you cannot rue. | 
If you'll be govern'd, and be rul'd by me, 
I'lL undertake to ſave thy Wife and Thee; 
By my own Art againſt the Flood prevail, 
And make no Uſe of either Maſt or Sail. 
Have you not heard how, when the World was naught, 

ah by heav'nly Inſpiration taught; 

Ay, ay, quoth 7%, I've in my Bille found, 
| That once upon a Time the World was drown'd. 
Haſt thou not heard how Nea+ was concern'd 
For his dear Wife, and how his Bowels yearn'd, 
Till he had built and furniſh'd out a Bark, 
And lodg'd her with her Children in the Ark? 
| Now, Expedition 1s the Soul and Life 
Of Baſineſs ; if you love Yourſelf, or Wite, 

Run, fly——for in this Caſe it is a Crime 

'To loiter, or to loſe an Inch of Time. 

For Aliſon, yourſelf, and me, provide 
Three Kneading-Troughs, to fail upon the Tide: 

But take more ſpecial Care that they be large, 

In which a Man may ſwim as in a Barge, 
Vet them be yiQuall'd well, and ſee you lay: -- 
Sufficient Stores againſt a rainy Day; | 
Enough to ſerve you twenty Hours, and more, | | 
For then the Flood will wage, and not before. | 
But one Thing let me whiſper in your Ear, 
Let not thy ſturdy Servant Robin hear, 
Nor bonny Gillian know. what I relate; 
I muſt not utter the Decrees of Fate. - 

| Aſk me not Reaſons why I cannot ſave 

Jour truſty Servant Maid, and honeſt Knave : 2:1 
| Saffice it thee, unleſs thy Wits be mad, © 3 
| To have as great, a Grace as Noah had. 2 4 
Do you make Haſte, and mind the grand Air: ; 
To ſave your Wife ſhall be my proper Care. 
But when theſe Kneading-Tubs are ready made, 

hich may ſecure us when the Floods: invade ; 


See 
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See chat you hang them in the Roof full high, 
That none our providential Plot deſcry ; 
And when thou haſt convey d ſufficient Store 
Of Meat, and Drink, as I have ſaid before, 
And put a ſharpen'd Ax in ev'ry Boat, 
To cut the Cord, and ſet all afloat, 
Then thro' the Gable of the Houſe, which lies 
Above the Stable, and the Garden ſpies, 
Break out a Hole, fo very large and wide, 
Thro' which our Tubs may fail upon the Tide. 
Then wilt thou ſo much Mirth and Pleaſure take 
In ſwimming, as the white Duck and the Drake. 
Then will I cry, Ho! Aliſon, and Fohn, 
Be merry, for the Flood will paſs anen. : 
Then wilt thou anſwer, Maſter Nicho/ay, - 
- - Good-morrow, for I ſee it is broad Day. 
Then ſhall we reign as Emperors for Life, 
O'er all the World, like Noah and his Wife. 
But one Thing I almoſt forgot to tell, 
Which now comes into my Head (and mark me well) 
That on that very Night we go Abroad, | 
All muſt be huſn'd, and whiſper not a Word; 
But all the Time employ our holy Mind | 
In earneſt Pray'rs, for thus has Heav'n enjoyn'd. 
You and your Wife muſt take a ſep'rate Place, 
Nor is there any Sin in ſuch a Caſe. 
To-morrow Night, when Men are faſt aſleep, 
We to our Kneading-Tubs will ſlyly creep; 
There will we fit each in his Ship apart, 
And wait the Deluge with a patient Heart. 
Go now; I have no longer Time to ſpare 
In Sermoning, uſe expeditious Care: 
Your Apprehenſion needs no more Advice; 
One fingle Nord ſufficient for the Wiſe: 
And none, dear Landlord, can your Wit inform ; 
Go, fave our Lives from this impending Storm. 
Away hies Jobn, with melancholy Look, 
And ſigh'd and groan'd at every Step he took. 
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To Aliſon he does his Fate deplore, 
And tells a Secret which ſhe knew before: 
But yet ſhe trembled, like an ¶Mpen Leaf, 
And ſeem'd to periſh with diſſembled Grief ; 
Crying, Alas! what ſhall Ido: Be gone 
_ Helpt us t'eſcape, or we are all undone : 
I am thy true and very wedded Wife, 
Go, dear, dear Spouſe, and help to fave my Life. 
What flrong Impreſſions does Aﬀfettion give ! 
By Fancy Men have often ceas'd to live. 
Howe'er abfard Things in themſelwes appear, 
Meal Minds are apt to credit what they fear. 
This filly Carpenter is almoſt //ood, | 
And thinks of nothing elſe but Noah's Flood; 
Believes he ſees it, and begins to quake, 
And all for Aliſon his Honey's Sake. 
He's over-run with Sorrow, and with Fear, 
And ſends forth many a Groan, and many a Tear, 
A Kneading-Trough, -a 'Tub, and * Kemeling, 
He gets by Stealth, and ſends em to his Inn. 
_ He makes three Ladders, whence he climbs aloof, 
And privately he hangs them in the Roof. | 
But firſt he viftuall'd them, both Trough-and Tub, 


" SG 


With Bread and Cheeſe, and Bottles full of mighty Bub; 


Enough o' Conſcience to relieve their Faſt, - 
And be ſufficient for a Day's Repaſt, | 
But e' er this Preparation had been made, 
He ſent to London both his Man and Maid, | 
On certain Matters which concern'd his Trade. 
And now came on the fatal Monday Night, 
Barr'd are the Doors, out goes the Candle-light ; 
And when all Things in Readineſs were ſet, 
Theſe Three their Ladders take, and up they get. 
Now Pater-noffer, I Clum, ſaid Aliſen, 
And Clum, quoth Nicholas, _ Clum, quoth John. 
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This Carpenter his Oriſous did ſay, 
For Men in Fear are very apt to pray. 
Silent he waited, when the Skies would pour 
This unaccountable and diſmal Shower. 
And now, at {$ Curfew Time, dead Sleep began 
To fall upon this eaſy ſimple Man; 
Who, after ſo much Care and Buſineſs paſt, 
And ſpent with ſad Concern, was quickly faſt, 
Soft down the Ladder ſtole this lovely Pair, 
| » Good Nicholas, and Aliſen the Fair: . 
Then without ſpeaking, to the Bed they creep, 
Of Joln, poor Cuckold! who was faſt aſleep. . 1 
There all the Night they revel, ſport, and toy, 
And act the merry Scene of am'rons Joy; 
Till that the Bell of Lauds began to ring, 
And the fat Fryars in the Chancel ſing. 
The Pariſh Clerk, this am'rous Abſalon, 
Who over Head and Ears in Love is gone, 
At Ofzey happen'd, with a joval Crew, 
To ſpend the Monday as they us'd to do; 
There pulls a certain Fryar by the Sleeve, 
With Pardon begg'd, and, Father, by your Leave. 
When ſaw you 7chz the Carpenter, he cries ; | 


* 
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: _- Saturday the Cloiſterer rephes, 

ince when I have not ſeen him with theſe Eyes: 
Perhaps abroad he's playing faſt and looſe, 
Or fetching Timber for the Abbot's Uſe, 
And lodges at the Graunge a Day or two; X 
Or elſe at Home I know no more than you. 

This made Nab's boiling Blood with Pleaſure ſtart 
The News rejoic'dethe Cockles of his Heart. 

| x; 1 hs , Now 


Curfew, William the Conqueror, in. the fir ft Year 

of his Reign, commanded, that in every Town and Village, 

a Bell ſhould be rung ery Night at Eight of the Clock ; 

' end that all People jiculd then put out their Fire and 
le Candle, and go to Boi The Ringing of this Bell was 
called Curfew, that is, Cover Fire. | 
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Now is my Time, thinks he, the Moon is bright, 
Nor care 1, if I travel all the Night; 
For at his Door, ſince Day began to ſpring, 
I're ſeen, like him, no Kind of Man or Thing. 

It is reſolv d to Aliſen I'll go, 3 

When the firſt Morning Cock does crow; ; : 
And to her Window privately repair; 
Then knock, and tell her my tormenting Care : 
I'll open all my Breaſt, and eaſe my Heart, 
For 'tis too much to bear Love's ſtinging Smart. 
Some little Comfort ſure I ſhall not mils, | 
: At leaſt ſhe'll grant the Favour of a Kits. _ | 
My Mouth has itch'd all Day, from whence it ſeems 
That] ſhall kiſs ; befides my pleaſant Dreams _ 
Of Feaſts and Banquets, whence a Man may gueſs 

That I may haply meet with fome Succeſs: - -- * 
But for an Hour or two before 1 go, 
I'll firſt refreſh me with a Napor iv. 

Nou the firſt Cock had wak'd from his Repoſe 
The jolly Aſalon, and up he roſe. | 
But firſt he drefles finical and gay, 8 5 


% 


And looks like any Beau at Church or Play. 

And briſk as Bridegroom on a Wedding Day, 

Nicely he combs the Ringle:s of his Hair, 

And, waſh'd with Roſewater, looks freſh and fair: 

Then with his Finger he her Window twang'd, 

Whiſper'd a gentle Tone, and thus Earangu'd. 

Sweet Aliſon, y Hony-cem, my Dear, 

My Bird, my Cinamen, your Lower hear. 

Awake and ſpeak one Word before IT part ; 

But one kind Ward, the Balſam to my Heart. 

Little yow think, alas ! the mighty Woe, 

Ii hich for the live of thee ] undergo. 

For thee 1 farbe. ur, aud for thee J faveat, 5 994 5 

And mourn as Lambtius for the Mother's Teaty ; 1 

Nor falſe ny Grief, nor does the Turtle Dove | | 
Lament more truly, or more truly love. 

cannot eat nor drink, and all for the: 

Get from my Window, you - 481 Tool, ſaid h- 
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I love another of a different Hue 

From ſach a filly Dunder-head as you. | 

If you ſtand talking at that fooliſh Rate, 

My Chamber-pot ſhall be about your Pate, 
Be gone, you empty Sot, and let me ſleep ; 
At this poor Alſalon began to weep, 

And his hard Fate with Sighs and Groans deplore, 
Mas ever faithful Love thus ſjerv'd before ? 

Since, then, my Sweet, what I defire's in vain, 

Let me but one ſmall Boon, a Kiſs obtain. 


And will you then be gone, nor loiter here, 


Quoth Aliſon? Ay certainly my Dear ! | 

Make ready then—— Now, Nicholas, lye ſtill; 

Tis ſuch a Jeſt that you ſhall laugh your fill. 
Raviſh'd whith Joy, Nab fell upon his Knees, 

The happieſt Man alive in all Degrees; 

In ſilent Raptures he began to cry, 

No Lord in Europe is /o Bleſt as J. 


I may extect mere Fawours for a Kiſs 


I an Aſſurance of a farther Bliſs. 


| | The Window now unclaſp'd, with ſender Voice, 
Cries Aliſon, be quick, and make no Noile ; 
I would not for the World our Neighbours hear, 


For they're made up of Jealouſy and Fear. 


1 

Then ſilken Handkerchief from Pocket came, 

To wipe his Mouth full clean, to kiſs the Dame. 

| Dark was the Night, as any Coal or Pitch, 
When at the Window, ſhe clap'd out her Breech. 

The Pariſh-Clerk ne'cr doubted what to do, 

Burg 00 Qualions. and in haſte fell to. 


On he blind Side full ſavourly he preſt 

A loving Kiſs, e'er he ſmelt out the Jeſt. 

Aback he ſtarts, for he knew well enough, | 
'That Women's Lips are ſmooth, but theſe were rough: 


bat have I done, quoth he? and rav'd and ſtar'd, 


Ah. me! Tre hiſed a Woman with a Beard. 


Fe.curs'd the Hour, and rail'd againſt the Stars, 


That he was born to kiſs my Lady's Arſe. 
| 8 Tebea 
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* Tehea ſhe cry d, and clap'd the Window cloſe, $4 
While Abfalon kh Grief and Anger goes 
To meditate Revenge; and to requite 
The foul Affront, he would not ſleep that Night. 
And now with Duſt, with Sand, with Straw, with Chips, 
He ſcrubs and rubs the Kiſſes from his Lips, 
Oft would he ſay, Alas! O baſeſt Fa il! 5 
Than meet with this Diſgrace ſo damm d uncivil, | 
1 rather had went head-long to the Devil. -Y 
To kiſs a Woman's Breech ! Oh, it can't be born } . P 
But by my Soul, Tli br reveng'd by Morn, . 


Hot Love, the Proverb ſays, grows quickly col, 
And Ab ſalon's no more an am'rous Hool 8 


For ſince his Purpoſe was ſo foully croſt, - 


He gains his Quiet, tho” his Love is loſt: 43 = 


And, cur'd of his Diſtemper, can defy 

All whining Coxcombs with a ſcornful Eye: 

But for meer Anger, as he paſs'd the Street, 

He wept, as does a School-Boy, when he's beat. 

In a foft doleful Pace, at laſt, he came | 

To an old Vulcan, Jarvis was tis Name; 

Who late and early at the Forge turmoil dd. 

In hammering Iron Bars and Plough- ſhares wild. 4. 

Hither repair'd, by one or two a-Clock, 

Poor Abſalon, and gave an eaſy. Knock, Kh 

. Who's there, that knocks ſo late Sir ] A R U 1s (cries ? 5 | 

Tis I, the penfive Abſalon replies, OI. 

Open the Door. V bat, Abſalon (queth' he ) 

The Pariſh Clerk ! 4h! Benedicite 

Where haſt thou been? Some pretty Girl, I wor, 

Has led you out fo late upon the Trot. 

Some merry Meeting on the Wenching Score; | 

You know my Meaning but PII ſay no more. 

This A haben ancther Diſtaff drew, A ons — 

And had's more Tow to ſpin than Jarvis knew: os ag” 
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To bring it 


* 


He minded not a Bean of all he ſaid, 

For other Things employ'd his careful Head. 
At laſt he Silence bæeaks, dear Friend, he cries, 
Lende that hot Pur, which in the ne les. + 
bade Fa —!., . ona bond 
> again ſhall be my Tat. EY 
With all my Heart, quoth Farwis were it Gold, 

Or ſplendid Nobles in a Purſe untold : 

With all my Heart, as I'm an. honeſt Smith, 

PlFlend ie thee ; but what wil't do therewith ? 

For that quoth Aalen, nor Care, nor Sorrow, 

Fll give a good Account of it To-morrow. 

Then up the Cutler in his Hand he caught, 
Tripp'd out with filent Pace and wicked Thought, _ 
Red-hot it was, as any burning Coal, 

With which to John the Carpenter 5 * ſtole. 5 
There firſt he cough'd, and, as his uſual Wont, 5 

Up to the Window came, and tapp'd upon t, 
Who's there, quoth Aliſon? Some M:daight Rook, 
Some Thief, I warrant, with a hanging Look, 
Ah ! God forbid, quoth this diſſembling Elf, 

"Tis Abſalon, my Life, my better Self 

A rich Gold Ring I've to my Darling brought, 

By a known, Graver exquiſitely wrought ; 

Befide a Poſie molt divinely writ | 

By a fam'd Poet and notorious Wit, 

My. Mother gave it me (lis wond'rous kne ) 

She clapp'd it on my Finger, I on thine, 

If thou wilt deign the Favour of a Kiſs — 

Now Nicholas by chance roſe up to piſs: 


Thinking the better and improve the Jeſt, 


He ſhould ſalute his Breech before the reſt, 


With eager Haſte and ſecret Joy he went, 


And his. Poſteriors out at Window ſent. 


Here ABSAL o v, the Wag, with ſubtile Tone, 


Wpers, my Love! my Soul! my ALISO N! 
Speak my ſweet Bird, I know not where thou art — 
"A this the Scholar let a 1 Fart; 
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So loud the Noiſe, as frightful was the Subker oe MY 


As Thunder, when'it ſplits the ſturdy Oak, 
The Clerk was ready, and with hearty Guſt, 


The red-hot Iron in his Buttocks thruſt, 


Strait off the Skin, like ſhrivel'd Parchment flew, 


His Breech as raw as St. BARTHOLOME wW. 


The Cutler had ſo fing'd his Hinder-part, | 
He thought he ſhould have dy'd for very Smart, 
In. a mad Fit about the Room he ran, 
Help, Water, Water, for a dying Man. 
The Carpenter, as one beſide his Wits, _ 
Starts at the dreadful ſound, and up he gets. 
The Name of Water rouz d him — his Sleep z 
He rubb'q his Eye-lids, and began to peep. 
Alas i thought he, how comes the fatal Hour 
And from the Clouds does Noahs Deluge pour. | 
Up then he fits, and without more ado, tHe 
He takeg his Ax, and ſmites the Cord in two. 
Down goes the Bread, and Ale, and Cheeſe, and all, 
And John himſelf had a confounded Fall; 
Dropt from the Roof upon the Floor; aſtound, 
He les as dead and ſwims upon the Ground. 
Then Nicholas, to play the Counterfeit, 
With ATIs o N, cries Murder in the Street, 
In came the Neigbbours pouring, like the Tide, 
To know the Reaſon why was Murder cry'd, | 
There they beheld poor John, a gaſping Man; 
Shut were his Eyes, his Face was pale and wan: 
-Batter'd his Sides, and broken was his Aren 
But ſtand it out he muſt, to his own Harm. 
or when he aim'd to ſpeak in his Defence, 
They bore him down, and baffled all his Sende, : 
They told the People that the Man was Wood. 
And dream'd of nothing elſe but Nogh's Flood. 
His heated Fancy of this Deluge rung, 
That to the Roof three Kneadzng-Troughs he 2 
With which in Danger he defign'd to ſwim, 4 
And we, forſooth, muſt carry on the Whim ; _ -- 5 
He begg'd and pray'd, and ſo we hl. d him, 


* 
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At hearing this, the ſneering Neighbours gave 


An univerſal Shout and hideous Laugh. _ 
Now on the Roof, and now on Jobn they gape, 
And all his Earneſt turn into a Jape. 


le ſwore againſt the Scholar and his Wife, 


And never look'd ſo fooliſn in his Life. 

Whate'er he ſpeaks, the People never mind; 
His Oaths are nothing, and his Words are Wind, 
'Thus all conſent to ſcoff each ſerious Word, 


And Fohn remain'd a Cuckold on Record. 


Thus Doors of Braſs, and Bars of Steel are vain, 


And watchful Jealoaſy, and carking Pain, 


Is fruitleſs all, when a good-natur'd Spouſe 
Deſigns Preferment for her Husband's Brows. 
Thus AL1s0x, her Cuckold, does defy, 
And AssALox has kiſs'd her nether Eye; 
While Nichols is ſcalded in the Breech, 

My Tale is done ; God fave us all, and each. 


TOSS IIS SSOS SR ec rc l, 
BAUCIS and PHILEMON, 
Imitated from the 8th B:ok of Ovid. 
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N ancient Times, as Story tells, 

The Saints would often leave their Cells, 
And ſtrole about, but hide their Quality, 
To try good People's Hoſpitality. 

It happen'd on a Winter Night, 


As Authors of the Legend write; | 
ö TwẽW ¾Zõ: 
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Two Brothers Hermits, Saints by Trade, 
Taking their Tour in Maſquerade, 
Diſguis'd in tatter'd Habits went 
To a ſmall Village down in Kent; 
Where, in the Strollers canting Strain, 
They begg'd from Door to Door in vain, 
Try'd ev'ry Tone might Pity win, 
But not -a Soul would let 'em in. 

Our wand'ring Saints in woful State, 
Treated at this ungodly Rate, 
Having through all the Village paſt, 
To a ſmall Cottage came at laſt, | 
Where dwelt a good old honeſt Yoeman, 
Call'd in the Neighbourhood, Pa 1iLEMON. - 
Who kindly did the Saints invite 
In his poor Hut to paſs that Night; - 
And then the hoſpitable Sire 
Bid Goody Bavcis mend the Fire; 
While he from out the Chimney tools 
A Flitch of Bacon off the Hook, 
And freely from the fatteſt Side 
Cut out large Slices to be fry'd : 
Then ſtept aſide to fetch em Drink, 
Fill'd a large Jug up to the Brink, . 
And ſaw it fairly twice go round; 
Yet (what'is wonderful) they found 
_*T'was ftill repleniſh'd to the Top, 
As if they ne'er had touch'd a Drop. 
. The good old Couple was amaz'd, 
And oftem on each other gaz'd ; 
For both were frighted to the Heart, 
And juſt began to cry —— What art 
Then ſoftly turn'd aſide to view 
Whether the Lights were burning blue. 
The gentle Pilgrims ſoon aware ont, 
Told 'em their Calling and their Errant ; 
Good Folks, you need not be afraid, 
We are but Saints, the Hermits {aid : 
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; | { No Hurt ſha!! come to You or Yougs ; 
i" But, for that Pack of churliſh Boors, 
VNẽ.t fit to live on Chriſtian Ground, 
1 They ard their Houſes ſhall be drown'd ; 3 
1 Whilſt you ſhall fee your Cottage riſe, ͤ— 
And grow a Church before your Eyes. ES, a 
'F They ſcarce had ſpoke ; when, fair and fit, 
1 The Roof began to mount alot; : " 
Aloſt roſe evry Beam and Rafters as 
i : J he heavy Wall clim'd lowly after?" | 
bf; Ide Chimney widen'd, and grew higher, 
if Beeame a Stecple with a Spire. 
* The Kettle to the Top was hoift, 
b Ard there ſtood faſten d to a Joſt ;: ; 
I! But with the Upſide down, to ſhow. 2 
4 ts Inclination for Below. 

In vein, for a ſuperior Force, 

Apply'd at Bottom, ſtops in Courſe, 

Doom'd ever in Suſpenſe to dwell ; 

. > I's row no Kettle, but a Bell, 
2 wooden Jack, which had almoſt 
8 Loft, by Diſuſe, the Art to roaft, 
A ſudden Alteration feels, 
; Increzs'd by new inteſtine Wheels ; 2 


And, what exalts the Wonder more, 
ji The Number made the Motion ſlow'r : 
The Flyer, though't had leaden Feet, 
; Turn'd round ſo quick, you ſcarce cou'd ſec" ; 
* But ſlacken'd by ſome ſecret Pow'r, 
New hardly moves an Inch an Hour. 
The Jack and Chimney near allay'd, 
Had never left each other's Side; 
; The Chimney to a Steeple grown, 
he Jack would not be left alone; 
Dat up againſt the Steeple rear'd, 
Fecame a Clock; aud fill adher'd : 
And fill its Love to Houſhold Cares, 
By a ſhrif Voice, at Noon declares, 
j | Warning 
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Warning the Cook-maid not to burn 
That Roaſt- meet which it cannot turn. 
The groaning Chair began to crawl, 
Like a huge Snail, along the Wall; 
There ſtuck aloft, in publick View, 
And, with ſmall Change, a Pulpit grew. 

The Portingers, that in a Row - 
Hung high, and made a glitt'ring Show, 
To a lefs noble Subſtance chang'd, 
Were now but leathern Buckets rang'd. 

The Ballads paſted on the Wall, 

Of Joan of France, and Eugliſb Moll, 
Fair Roſamond, and Robin Hood, 

The little Children in the Wood; 
Now ſeem'd to look Abundance better, 
Improwd in Picture, Size, and Letter; 
And, high in Order plac'd, deſcribe 
The Heraldry of ev'ry Tribe. 

A Bedſtead of the antique Mede, 
Compact of Timber many a Load, 
Such as our Anceſtors. did uſe, 

Was metamorphos'd into Pews; 
Which {till their antient Nature keep, 
By lodging Folks diſpos'd to Sleep. 

The Cottage, by ſuch Feats as theſe, 
Grown to a Church by juſt Degrees. 
The Hermits then defir'd their Hoſt, 

To ask for what he fancy'd moſt. 
PHIL MON, having paus'd a-while, 
Return'd 'em Thanks in homely Stile: 


Then ſaid; my Houſe is grown fo fine, 


Methinks I ſtill would call it mine: 

I'm old, and fain would live at Eaſe, 

Make me the Parſon, if you pleaſe. 
He ſpoke, and preſently he feels 

His Grazier's Coat fall down his Heels; 

He ſees, yet hardly can believe, 

About each Arm a Pudding Sleeve: 
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His Waſtcoat to a Caſſock grew, 


3 And both aſſum'd a Sable Hue.; 


But being old, continu'd juſt . 

As thread-bare, and as full of Duft. 
His Talk was now of Tythes and Dues, 
Could ſmoak his Pipe, and read the News ; £ 
Knew how to preach old Sermons next, 


a” 


Vampt in the Preface and the Text; 


At Chriſt'nings well could act his Part, 

And had the Service all by Heart: 

Wiſh'd Women might have Children faſt, 

And thought whoſe Sow had farrow'd laſt ; 

Againſt Diſſenters would repine, 
And flood up firm for Right Divine; | 

From his Head fill'd with many a Syſtem, 
But Claſſic Authors——he ne'er miſs'd em. 

Thus having furniſh'd up a Parſon, 
Dame Bavcis next they play'd their Farce on ; 


\ , Inſtead of home-ſpun Coifs, were ſeen 


Good Pinners edg'd with Colberteen; 
Her Petticoat transform'd apace, _ 
Became black Sattin, flounc'd with Lace. 


Plain Goody would no longer down, 


was Madam, in her Grogram Gown. 


PaiLEMON was in great Surprize, 
And hardly could believe his Eyes, 
Amaz'd to ſee her look ſo prim; 
And ſhe admir'd as much at him. 

Thus happy, in their Change of Life, 
Were ſeveral Vears this Man and Wife; 
When on a Day, which prov'd their laſt, 
Diſcourſing on old Stories paſt, | 
They went, by chance, amidſt their Talk, - 
To the Church yard, to take a Walk ; 
When Bavcis haſtily cry'd out, 
My Dear, I ſee your Forehead ſprout. 
Sprout, quoth the Man, What's this you tell us? 
I hope you don't believe me Jealous ; - HIP 
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But yet, methinks, I feel it true; 

And truly yours is budding too 
Nay, now cannot ſtir my Foot; 

It feels as if twere taking Root. 

Deſcription would but tire my Muſe; 

In ſhort, they both were turn'd to Eæus, 
Old Goodman DosBson of the Green, 
Remembers he the Trees has ſeen: - 
He'll talk of them from Noon 'till Night, 
And goes with Folks to ſee the Sight, 
On Sundays, after Ev'ning Pray'r, 

He gathers all the Pariſh there ; 


Points out the Place, of either Fav, 2 

Here Bavcis, there PH1LEMON grew: 

Till once a Parſon of our Town, 

To mend his Barn, cut Bavcis down: . 
At which, tis hard to be believ'd, | | T 


How much the other Tree was griev'd, 
. Grew fcrubby, dy'd a-Top, was ſtunted ; 
So the next Parſon ſtubb'd and burnt it. 


On. 
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By the Duke of Devonthire, 1694. 
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N G our divided State | 
| Hung in the Ballance of a doubtful "OA 
When one bright Nymph the gath' ring Clonds difpell' d, 
| And all the Griefs of Albion heal'd ; 
Her the united Land obey'd - 
No more to Jealouſy incl 'd, 
Nor fearning Pow'r with ſo much Virtue join'd. 
She knew her Task, and nicely underſtood 
To what Invention Kings are made ; 
Not for the own, but for the People's Good, 
"T'was that prevailing Argument alone 
Determin'd her to fill the vacant Throne: 
And yet with Sadneſs ſhe beheld ; 
A Crown divolving on her Head, 
By the Exceſſes of a Prince miſled, 
When by her Royal Birth compelt'I, 
To what her God, and what her Country claim 'd, 
Tho' by a ſervile Faction blam'd, 
How graccful were -"y Tears ihe ſhed! 
I 
When waiting only for a Wind, 
Againſt our Iſle the Pow'r of France was arm'd ; 
Her ruling Arts in the true Luſtre ſhin'd, 
The Winds themſelves were by her Influence charm'd ; 
Twas her Authority and Care ſupply'd 
The vaſety, which our Want of Troops deny 4. 8e. 


—— 
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Secure and undifturb'd the ſcene | 
Of Albion ſeem'd, and, like her Eyes, ſerene: 
Vain was th' Invader s farce, Revenge, and Pride, 
Marta reign'd, and Heav'n was on our Side. 

The Scepter by herſelf unſought, 

Gave double Proofs of her heroick Mind 
With Skill ſhe ſway'd it, and with Eaſe refign' d. 
So the Dictator, from Retirement brought, 
Repell'd the Danger that did Rome alarm, By 1 
And then retum 0 contented ta his F arm. ny 


AI. 


Fatal to the Fair and Voung, 

Accurs'd Diſeafe ! how long 
Have wretched Mothers mourn'd thy Rage, 8 
Robb'd of the Hope and Comfort of their Age er 

| From the unhappy Lover's Side, | 
ow often haft thou torn the blooming Bride ! 
Now, like a Tyrant; riſing by Degrees To 
% worle Extreams, and blacker Villanies, 1 
Practis'd in Ruin for ſome Ages paſt, | 
Thou haſt brought forth a general one at laſt. 
Common Diſaſters Sorrow raiſe; 
But Heav'n's ſeverer Frowns amaze 
The Queen! a Word, a Sound, 
Of Nations once the Hope and fifm Support, 
Wealth of the Needy, Guard of the Oppreſt, 
The Joy of all, the Wiſeſt and the Beſt: 
A Name which Eccho did rebound 
With loud Applauſe from neighb'ring Shores, 
Their Admiration, the Delight of ours, 
Becomes unutterable now. 
The crouds in that dejected Court, 
Where languiſhing Mara lay, 
Want Pow'r to aſk the News they want to know : 
Silent their drooping Heads they bow, 
Silence itſelf proclaims th' approaching Woe: 


Ev'n Maz1a's lateſt Care, 
Whom 
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Whom Winter's Seaſons, nor contending Jovz, 
Nor watchful Fleets could from his gloriousPurpoſe move, 
Intrepid in the Storms of war, and in-the-Midft of fly- 
- - (ing Deaths ſedate, 
Now trembles, now he ſinks beneath the mighty Weight. 
The Hero to the Man gives Way, | 
Unhappy Iſle, for half an Age a Prey . 


To fierce Diſſention, or deſpotick Sway ; 3 


Redeem'd from Anarchy, to be undone 
By the miſtaken Meaſures of the Throne. 


Thy Monarch's meditating dark Deſigns, 


Or boldly throwing off the Maſk, 

Fond of the Power, unequal to the Tafk ; 

Thy ſelf withoutremaining _ — 

Of antient Virtue ſo deprav'd, 
| As ev'n to wiſh to be enflavid. - (fo low, 
What more than human Aid could raiſe Thee from a State 
Prote& Thee from thyſelf, thy greateſt Foe ? 
Something Celeftial ſure, a Heroine . 


— 


Of matchleſs Form, and a majeſtic Mien; 
Awful, reſpecled, fear d, but more belov'd ; 


More than her Laws her great Example moyd. 


The Bounds that in her godlike Mind 


"Yee to her to Paſſions ſet, ſeverely ſhin d. 

But that of doing Good was unconfin'd : 
So juſt, that abſolute Command, 
Deſtructive in another Hand, 

In hers had chang'd its Nature, had been uſeful . 
Oh had ſhe longer ſtaid, | 

Leſs iwiftly to her Native Heav'n retir'd! 

For her the Harps of Albion had been rung, 

The tuneful Nine could never have aſpir'd 

To a more lofty and immortal Song. 
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The Duke of Devonſhire's Alluſion 70 the 
_ Archbiſhop of Cambray's Telemachus 
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Written in the Tear 1707. 
BY PT EA * . * —— 


—— 


Oe you ſet, when heav nly Love you writes 


The nobleſt Image in the cleareſt Light! 
A Love, by no Self-Irtereſt debas d, ; 
But on th' Almighty's high Perfection plac'd ! 
A Love, in which true piety conſiſts, | 
That ſoars to Heav'n without the Help of Prieſts ? 
Let partial Rome the great Attempt oppoſe, 
Support the cheat from whence her Income flows; 
Her Cenſures may condemn, but not confute, 
If beſt your elevated Notions ſuit | 
With what to Reaton teems th' Almighty's Due: 
They have, at leaſt, an Air of being true. 
And what can animated Clay produce, 
Beyond a Gueſs, in Matters fo abſtruſe ? 
But when, deſcending from th' Imperial Height, 
You ſtoop of Sublunary Things to write, 
Minerva ſeems the Moral to diſpenſe : 
How great the Subject, how ſublime the Senſe! 
Not the Aonian Bard with ſuch a Flame 
E'er ſung of Ruling Arts; your lofty Theme 
In your TEeLEMAcnvus, his Hero's Son, 
We ſee the great Original outdone. . 
There is in Virtue ſure a hidden Charm, 
To force Eſteem, and Envy to diſarm: | 
Elſe in a flatt ring Court you ne'er had been deſign'd 
T' inftruct the future Troublers of Mankind, 
Happy your native Soil, at leaſt by Nature ſo; 


In none her Treaſures more profuſely flow: * 
: X 


* 


11 | go Miscellaneous Po E MS. 
1 The Hills acorn'd with Vines, with Flow'rs the Plain, 
1 Without the Sun's too near Approach, ſerene: 
1 But Heav'n in vain does on the Vineyards ſmile, 
} . The Monarch's Glory mocks the Lab'rer's Toil. 
1 M hat tho elab' rate Braſs with Nature ſtrive, 
| | | And proud Egye/?riar Figures ſeem alive; 
| With various Terrors on their Baſis wrought, 
758 With yielding Citadels, furpriz'd or bought? 
138 And here the Ruins of a taken Town; 
1 There a bombarded Steeple tumbling down: 
5 fl Such Prodigies of Art, or coſtly Pains,- | 
17h Serve but to gild th' unthinking Rabble's Chains. 
1 © deſpicable State of all that groan | 
b Under a blind Dependency on One! 
it How far inferior to the Herds that rauge, » _ 
1 With native Freedom, o'er the Wogds and Flains 
E With them no Fallacics of Schools prevail, 
w | Nor of a Right Divine, the nauſeous Tale, 
6 | Can give to one among themſelves the-Pow'r,  - 
il Without Controul, his Fellows'ta devour, 
| | To reaſoning human Kind alone, belong 
yl 'The Arts to hurt themſelves by reas'ning wrong. 
wr - Howe er the fooliſh Notion firſt began, 
Fl Of truſting Alſolute to lawleſs Man: 
1 Howe er a Tyrant may ky Force ſubſiſt; 
"it For who would be a Slave that can reſiſt ? 
1 'T hofe ſet the Caſuiſt ſafeſt on the Throne, 
el Who make the People's Intereſt their own ; 
„ And chuſing rather to be lov'd than fear d. 
1 Are Kings of Men, not of a ſervile Herd. 
{al O Liberty ] too late deſir d, when loſt ; We 
"yl Like Health, when wanted, thou art valu'd moſt ! 
i In Regions where no Property is known, 
Bi Thro' which the Garene runs, and rapid Rhone, 
1 ag Where Peaſants toil for Harveſt not their own ; 
{i j How gladly would they quit their native Soil, 
19 And change for Liberty their Wine and Oil! 50 


©. 
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As Wretches chain'd and lab'ring at the Oar, ho 


4 


In Sight. of 7aly's delightful Shore, 

Reflect on their unhappy Fate the more: 15, 

Thy Laws have till their Force. Above the reſt. 

Of Gothic Kingdoms, happy Albion, bleſs! 

Long ſince their antient Freedom they have loſt, 

And ſervilely of their S ubjection boaſt. 75 

Thy better Fate the vain Attempts reſiſes * 

Of faithleſs Monarchs, and deſigning Prieſts; 

Unſhaken yet, the Government ſubſiſts. 

While Streams of Blood the Continent 0'erflow, 

Redd'ning the Maeſe, the Danube, and the Po; 

Thy Thames, auſpicious Iſle ! her Thunder ſends, 

To cruſh thy Foes, and to relieve her Friends. 

Say Muſe, ſince no Surprize, or foreign Stroke, 

Can hurt her, guarded by her Walls of Oak, | 

Since wholeſome Laws her Liberty transfer — © _ | 

To future Ages, what can Albion fear? EK 

Can ſhe the dear-bought Treaſure throw away? 

Have Univer/ities ſo great a Sway? 

The Muſe is filent, cautious to refle&t | 

On Manſtons where the Muſes keep their Seat. 

Barren of Thought, and niggardly of Rhyme, 

My creeping Number ſhe forbids to climb: 

Vent ring too far, my weary Genius fails, 

And o'er my drooping Senſes Sleep prevails. | 

An Antique Pile, ' near Thames's filver Stream, bo 

Was the firſt Object of my airy Dream; | 1 

In antient Times a conſecrated Fane, 

But ſince apply to Uſes more prophane ; - 

Fill'd with a popular debating 'Throng, s 
Ib Oft in the Right, and oftner in the Wrong; | 
. Of Good and Bad the variable Teſt, 


- 


Where the Religion that was voted beſt 

Is ftill inclin'd to perſecute the reſt, 
On the high Fabrick ſtood a Monſter fell, 
Of hideous Form, ſecond to none in Hell. 


The 


As 
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= The Fury, to be more abhorr'd and fear'd, 5 
Her Teeth and Jaws with Clods of Gore beſmear' d, 
1 Her particolour'd Robe obſcenely ſtain d | 
1 With pious Murders, Freemen rack'd and chain'd, . 
1 With the implacable and brutiſh Rage 

1 Of fierce Dragoons, ſparing no Sex nor Age; 
i With all the horrid Inſtruments of Death, | 
iT] Of tort'ring Innocents timprove their Faith, ud 
WH Clouding the Roof with their infectious Breath. 5 ; 
14 Thus ſhe began: Are then my Labours van, 
by „ That to the Powers of France have added Spain? 

1 | « Vain my Attempts to make the Empire great ; 

bf And ſhall a Woman my Deſigns defeat, _ 

1 « Baffle th' infernal Projects I've begun, 5 

1 « And break the Meaſures of my fav'rite Son?” 

1 & 'Tho' far unlike the Heroes of her Races, (& 
i} That made their Humours of their Laws take Place! 
148 « And, lighting Coronation-Oaths, diſdain'ꝰd 
1 « Their high Prerogative ſhould be reſtrain'd, 

1 & Tho' her own Iſſe is bleſt with Liberty, 

"nt « Has ſhe a Right to ſet all Europs free ?- | 

ii | * Under this Roof, with Management, I may 

1 The Progreſs of her Arms at leaſt delay; 

Wl. « From a contagions Vapour I will blow, 

139 „ Within theſe Walls Breaches'ſhall wider grow : 

1 « Here let imaginary Fears prevail. | 

1 « And give a Colour to affected Zeal.” * 

1 «* From trivial Bills let warm Debate ariſe, 

3 “ Foment Sedition, and retard Supplies. 

1 „If once my treach'rous Arts, and watchful Care, 
(8 % Break the Confed'racy, and end the War, 


wh | ' «© Mer d, in Hell I may in Triumph fit, 


15 « And Europe to one Potentate ſubmit, 

14 Making at ſo deteſtable a Sound, | | 
131 Which would all Order, and all Peace confound, 

17 I cry'd, infernal Hag! be ever dumb; | 


Here 


5 Thee, with her Arms, let ANNA overcome. 
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Here ANNA reigns, a Queen by Heav'n beſtow'd, 
To right the Injur'd, and ſubdue” the Proud. 

As Rome of old gave Liberty to Greece, 

ANNA th' invaded ſinking Empire frees. 

Th' Allies her Faith, her Pow'r the French proclaim, 
Her Piety th' Oppreſs'd, the World her Fame. 
At ANNA's Name, dejected, pale, and ſcar'd, 
The execrable Phantom diſappear'd. | 
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Alluding to the 14th O D E of the 
IVth BOOK of Hoxace. 
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Yue Cura Patrum, queve Quiritium, &c. 
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7 Attempted in the Style of PTN DAR. 
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With a LETTER to a Gentleman in the 
UNIVERSITY of CAMBRIDGE. 


S | ; Th | 
HIS comes to congratulate you on the agree- 
able News of ſome late extraordinary Succeſſes, 
Which have bleſs'd the Arms of her Majeſty and 
| 8 . her 


AA. | | | 
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her Allies. I leave you to the printed Papers for a par- 
ticular Account of thoſe Actions which have ſurpriz'd 
the World; and, we hope, given the laſt Stroke to the 
languiſhing Power of the Common Enemy of Europe. 
They will furniſh noble Topics for the Wit of an Uni- 
verſity, like yours, who can embelliſh (if that can be 
done) the Glories of a Female Reign, with a juſter Sub- 

| limity of Verſe, than what you will find in the follow- 
143 ing Performance, which was written ſeveral Months 
4; ago, and not run over with a haſty Negligence. The 
Ode, from whence I take my Hint, is accounted by 
* ſome Critics not inferior to the 4th of the fame Bcok, 
which begins thus : OD 

Qualem Miniſtrum Fulminis Alitem, &c, 


And was written in Compliment to Augustus, on Oc- 
caſion of a famous Victory gain'd by Tiberius, as this, 
which I have aim' d to imitate, was written on the Praiſe 
af Claudius Nero. I need not inform Men of your 
Reading and Letters what occaſion d both. The Poet, 
as he does in almoſt all his Odes, has ſhewn a peculiar 
Artfulneſs and Elegance, and turns all the Panegyric on 
the Emperor (who was -yot in the Action) with, Te 
Concilium, & tuos prebente Dives. If you ask wherein 
T have trod in the Steps of Horace, you will find it in 
the Beginning. I have only kept him in View, and 
uſed him only where he was ſerviceable to my Deſign. 
He took the ſame Liberty with 4/cevs, as. appears from |, 
ſome Fragments of that Greet Lyrick, quoted by Athe- 5 
aus. In my Digreſſions and Tranſitions I have taken 5 
Care to play always in Sight, and make every one of 
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conſiſts: 


4 them contribute to my main Deſign. This was the Way 
[ of Pindar ; to read whom, according to Rapin, will 
4 give a truer Idea of the Ode, than all the Rules and 
'® Reflections of the belt Critics. I will not pretend to 
14 have div'd into him over Head and Ears; but I have 
10 8 7 
{Hi endeavour'd to have made myſelf not the greateſt 
110 Stranger to his Manner of Writing; whick generally 
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conſiſts in the Dignity of the Sentiments, and an ele- 


gant Variety, which makes the Reader riſe up with 


greater Satisfaction than he ſate down: And that which | | 


affects the Mind in Compoſitions of any Sort, will never 
be diſagreeable to a Gentleman of Ingenuity and Judg- 
ment, I have avoided Turns, as thinking that they 
debaſe the Loftineſs of the Ode. You will eaſily per- 
ceive whether I have reach'd that acer Sp:ritus & Vic, 
recommended by Horace, as the Genius of Poetry. 


Whether you will call the following Lines no Pindarick 


Ode, or irregular Stanzas, gives me no Diſturbar ce; 
for however the ſeeming Wildneſs of this Sort of Verſe 
ought to be reſtrain'd, the Strophe, Antiftrophe, &c. will 
never bear in Engl. 7 and it would ſhew a ſtrange De- 
pravity in our Taſte, if it ſhould, as may be witneſſed 
by the ſervile Imitation of the Dactyles and Spondees 


uſed by Sir PBILIT SID XET. But to make an End of 
this tedious — 91 Vou will ſee through the Whole, 


that her MAFESTY is the Chief Heroine of the Ode; 
and the Moral at the End, ſhews the ſolid Glories of a 


Reign, which is not founded on a pretended Juſtice, or | 
criminal Magnanimity. | 
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H V HAT can the Brig Senate give, 


To make the Name of Anya live ? 
y future People to be ſung. 
8 be Labour of each grateful Tongue. 


Can 
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Can faithful Regiſters, or Rhyme, - 
In charming Eloquence, or ſprightly Wit, 
The Wonders of -her Reign tranſmit 
To th' unborn Children of ſucceeding Time? 
Can Painter's Oil, or Statuary's Art. 
Eternity to her impart? . 
No! titled Statues are but empty Things, 
Inſcrib'd to Royal Vanity, 72 
The Sacrifice of Flattery ; 
To lawleſs Nero's, or Bourbonian Kings. 
True Vertue to her kindred Stars aſpires, | 
Does all our Pomp of Stone and Verſe ſurpaſs, 
And 8 with Etherial Fires, 
No uſeleſs Ornament requires, 
From Speaking Colours, _ from Breathing Braſs. 
| I 


-- 


Greateſt of Princes! where the wand'ring Sun 
Does o'er Earth's habitable Regions roll, - 
From*th' Faffern Barriers to the Yeftern Goal, 

And ſees thy Race of Glory run 
With Swiftneſs equal to his own. 
Thee on the Banks of F/andrian Scaldis ſings 
The jocund Swain, releas'd from Gallic Fear : 
The Engliſb Voice unus'd to hear, 
Thee the repeating Banks, Thee ev'ry Valley rings. 
The Gaul, untaught to bear the Flames 
Of thoſe who drink the Mae/e or Thames, 
From the Britammick Valour flies, 
No longer able to withſtand . _ 
The Thunderbolt launch'd by a Female Hand, 
Or Light'ning — om her Eyes, 


What treble Ruin pious Anna brings 
On falſe Electors, perjur'd Kings, 
Let the twice fugitive Bavarian tell; 
Who, from his airy Hope of better State, 
By Luſt of Sway, irregularly Great, 

Like an Apoſtate Angel fell: 


Who 
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Who by Imperial Favour rais'd, 
I'th' higheſt Rank of Glory blaz'd; 
And had 'till now unrival'd ſhone 
More than a King, .contented with his own. 
But Lucifer's bold Steps he trod, 
Who durſt aſſault the Throne of Gop ; 
And for contented Realms of bliſsful Light, 
Gain'd the ſad Privilege to be 
The Firſt in ſolid Miſery, _ 
Monarch of Hell, and Woes, and endleſs Night. 
Corruption of the Beſt 1s Worſt, 
And foul Ambition, like an evil Wind, 
Blights the fair Bloſſoms of a noble Mind; 
And if a Seraph fall, He's doubly curſt. 
IV. 


Had Guile, and Pride, and Envy grown 
In the black Groves of Styx alone, | 
Nor ever had on Earth the baleful Crop been ſown; 
The Swain, without Amaze, had till'd 
The Flandrian Glebe, a guiltleſs Field: 
Nor had he wonder d, when he * 
The Bones of Heroes in the Ground. 
No Crimſon Streams had lately ſwell'd 
The Dyle, the Danube, and the Schel7. 
But Ewils are of neceſſary Growth, 
To rouze the Brave, and baniſh Sloth. 
And ſome are born to win, the Stars, 
By Sweat, and Blood, and worthy Scars. 
Heroic Virtue is by Action ſeen, 
And Vices ſerve to make it keen; 
And as Gigantick Tyrants riſe, a 4 
Nassavu's and Anna's leave the Skies, 1 | 
The Earth-born Monſters to chaſtiſe; 
While Cerberus and Hydra grow wa | 
For an ALC1DEs,.0r a Ae | 
If, Heav'nly Mufe, you burn with a Deſire 
To praiſe the Man whom all admire ; f 
F | Come 
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Come from thy learn'd Cafaliar Springs, 
And ſtretch aloft thy Pegaſtun Wings: 
Strike the loud Pinuaric Strings, 
Like the Lark, who ſoars and ſings; 
And as you fail the liquid Skies, 
Caſt on $ Menafian Fields your weeping Eyes: - 
For weey they ſurely muſt, 
To ſee the bloody annual Sacrifice ; 
To think how the neglected Doſt, * 
Which, with Contempt, is-baſely trod, 
Was once the Limbs of Captains, brave and juſt, 
The Mortal Part of ſome great Dzxmi-Gop; 
Who for thrice fiſty Years of ſtubborn War, 
Vith flaught'ring Arms, the Gun and Sword. 
Have dug the mighty Sepulchre, 
And fell as Martyrs on Record, 
Of bd ranny reveng'd, 125 Liberty reſtor'd. | 
28 a 
See, hare at Audenard, with Heaps of Slain, 
Th' Heroic Man, inſpir Aly brave, 
Mowing acroſs, beſtrews the Plain, 


And with new Tenants crowds the wealthy Grave 


His Mind unſhaken'at the frightful Scene, 

His Looks as chearfully ſerene, 

The routed Battle to purſue, 

At once adorn'd the Paphian Queen, 
When to her Yracian Paramour ſhe flew. 

The gath'ring Troops he kens from far, 
And with a Bridegroom's Paſſion and Delight, 
Courting the War, and glowing for the Fight, 
The new Sa/monens meets the Celtic Thunderer. 

Ah, curſed Pride! Infernal Dream 

Which drove him to this wild Extream, 

That Duſt a Deity ſhould ſeem; 
Be thought, as thro' the wond'ring Streets he rode, 

Ih immortal Man, or mortal God: 

With 


p—y a. 4 
— ä 


$ Menapii, were the aucient DE 4 ders, - 
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With rattling Braſs, and trampling Horſe, - 

Should counterfeir th' inimitable Force 405 
Of Divine Thunder: Horrid Crime! 
But Vengeance is the Child of Time, 
And will too ſurely be repay'd 
On his prophane devoted Head, 
Who durſt affront the Pow rs above, 
And their eternal Flames diſgrace, 

Too fatal, brandiſh/d by the Rightful Jovr, 

Or Pallas, who ſupplies his Place. 
VII. 
The Britiſh Pallas! who, as | Homer's did 
For her lov'd D1omeve, 
Her Hero's Mind with Wiſdom, fills, - 

And Heav'nly Courage in his Heart inſlills. 

Fence thro? the thickeſt Squadrons does he ride, 
With: Axxa's Angels by his Side. 

With what uncommon Speed 
He ſpurs his faaming, fiery Steed ! 
And puſhes on thro' midmoſt Fires, 

Where France's Fortund with her Sons retires. 

Now here, now there, the ſweepy Ruin flies; 
+ As when the Pleiades ariſe, | | 
The Southern Wind afflicts the — IH 

r 1 Then 


— 


4 


8 2 


1 


+ HoMER, i r hay Fifth It14D, becauſe his Hero is to 
4% Monders beyond the Power of Man, premiſes,” in the 
| Beginning, that PaLL As had peculiarly EY Pie Le 
that Day's Exploits. , | 
+ Tndomitas prope qualis 8 | 

Exercet Auſter, Pleiadum Chor 282 

Scindente. Nubes, impiger Hoſtium 8 

Pexare Turmas, & frementem | 

Mittere Equum medios per Ignes. 

Sic tauriformis wolvitur Aufdus, 

Qu Regna Dauni prefiut Appulr. 
Fe Cu ſevit, horrendam quo. cultis 

Diluviem meditatur Agris. 
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Then, mutt'ring o'er the. Deep, buffets th' unruly Brine, 
Till Clouds and Water ſeem to join. | 
Or as a Dyle cut by malicious Hands, 
O'erflows. the fertile Netherlands ; | 
Thro' the wide Yawn, th' impetuous Sea, 
Laviſh of his new Liberty, 
Beſtrides the Vale, and with toni Noiſe, 
Bellows along the delug'd Plain, 


1 Deſtructive to the rip'ning Grain, 
44 | Far as th' Horizon he 99% he 
{4% (Reign. 
1 The weeping Shepherd from an Hill bewails the war ry 


„„ : : 
So rapid flows th' unpriſon'd Stream - 
So ftrong the Force of MinpeLneim! 55 
KC In vain the Woods of Audenard 
1 Would ſhield the Ga, a fenceleſs Guard, 
i As ſoon may Whirl-winds be with held, 
As his Paſſage o'er the Schell. 
In vain the Torrent would oppoſe, 
In vain-arm'd Banks, and num'rous Foes, 
Who with inglonous Haſte retire, 
Fly faſter than the River flows, 
And ſwifter than our Fire. 
Fendoſme from far upbraids their nimble Shame, 
And pleads his Royal Maſter's Fame. 
By Conve's mighty Ghoſt, he cries, 
By TuxkN NE, Lux EN BURG, and all 
Thoſe noble Souls, who fell a Sacrifice 
At QC Lens, at Fleurus, and at Landen Fight, 
Stop, I conjure you, your ignominious Flight: 
But Fear is deaf to Honour's Call. 
Each frowning Threat and ſoothing Pray” r 
Is loft in the regardleſs Air. 
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As well he may ; 
The Billows of the Ocean tay, | 
While CHURCHILL, like a driving Wind, 


Or high Spring-Tide, purſues behind. 
And with. redoubled Speed urges their forward Way. 
IX.. 


Nor leſs, Eveenivs, thy important Care, 
'Fheu ſecond Thunder-bolt of War 
Partner in Danger and in Fame; 
With MaRLBOROUOGH's, the Winds ſhall bear 
To diſtant-Colonies,. thy conqu'ring Name. 
Nor ſhall my Muſe forget to ſin 
From Harmony what Bleſſings Fans 
To tell how Death did enviouſly repine, 
JI 0o ſee a Friendſhip ſo divine; 
When in a Ball's deſtroying Shape ſhe paſt, 
And mark'd thy threaten'd Brow at laſt : 
But durſt not touch that ſacred Brain, 
Where the Concerns of Europe reign ; 
Por ſtrait ſhe bow'd ker ghaftly Head; 
She ſaw- the. Mark of Heav'n, and fled, 
As cruel Bxexnus once inſulting: Gaul, 
When he, at Allia's fatal Flood, 
Had fill d the Plains with Roman Blood, 
With conſcious Awe forſook the Capitol, 
Where Jove, Revenger of Profaneneſs, ſtood. 
X : 


But where.the Good and Brave command 2.4 
What Capitol, what Caſtle can withſtand ? 
- Virtue, as well as Gold, can paſs : 
Thro' Walls of Stone, and Tow'rs of Braſs. 
LisLe, like a Miſtteſs, had been courted long, 
And always yielded to the Bold and Vouug; 
The faireſt Progeny of Vauban's Art, 
Till Savor's warlik Prince withſtood 
Her frowning Thunders, and thro' Seas of Blood 
Tore the bright Darling from th' old Tyrant's Heart. 
#3 Such 
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Such“ Buda ſaw him, when proud + Arri fell 
Unhappy, Valiant Infidel} -* 7 
Who, vanguifh'd by ſuperior Strength, 
Surrender 'd up his haughty Breath, 
Upon the Breach meaſuring: His many Length, 
And thunn'd the Boro: fring by a nobler Death. 


XI. 

Such I Harscnam's Field beheld him in his Bloom, 
When Vidory b:ſpoke him for her own, | 

Her Favourite, Immortal Son, 
And told of better Years revolving on the TL 6bm : 
How he ſhould mike the, Turf Creſcent Wange, 

And choak $ Tib;/eus withthe' Slain.; 
While Vixiers lay beneath the lofty —_— 
Of ſlaughter d Bafazs, 'v ho o'er Ba//aus roll d, 

And all his num'rous*ARts ſhe told, 
From Latian Ca: fi down tO ” landrian Lisrx. 


Wh ere 


r F _—_—_— 4 —— he 8 —_— * * 
— — 
* 


He 15 a oak Shang in | the oe Y that 
Day on abhich Buda was talen. 

+ He avas Baſſau of the N 1 . ti Life on tie 
Breach, 


Vic GERIT ILLA ToxanTis. 


+ This was the fatal Battle to the Turks in the Year 
1687. Prince BUGENE, with the Regiments ef, his Bri- 
gade, was the firſt that euter d tht Trenthes; and fer 
that Reaſon had the Honcur to be \'the fir "of Meſenger of 
this happy News to the Emperor. 

$ This Battle was fought on the 1 oth of October, 
1697. where Prince Fucens. commanded in Chief ; in 
which there never happen d ſo great and ſo terrible a 
Deftruftion ta the Ottoman Army, evhich fell upon the 
principal Commanders more than the common Soldiers ; 
fer no lefs than fifteen Baſſaus ( foe of which had been 
_— of the Bench) were filled, beſides the ſupreme 

izier, . 
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Where ev'ry. Day new Conqueſts hauld produce, 

Labour for Envy and a Muſe: 
Where, with her ratiling Frumpet's Sound, | 
Fame ſhould ſhake the Hilk around; 
Should tell how WEB, mgh-woody IWynen Yate, E 
Argu'd each Inch of that Important Ground: 5 
So much in Vertue's Scale | 
True Valour Numbers can out- do, 
And T houſands are We Cyphers to a Tew. 
FF 

Honour, wich open Arms, receives at laſt 

The Heroes who thro Vertue's Femple paſt; 
And ſhow'rs down Laurels from Above, 
On thoſe whom Heav'n and Anxa- love, 
And ſome, not ſparingly, ſhe throws 
For the young Eagles, Who could try 
The Faith and Judgment of the Sky, 
And dare the Sun with ſteady Eye, 
For Henover's and Pruſia Brow-s, 

Kind in Bloom, and future Mariboroug hs. 

To Hauer, Brinfwige's ſecond Grace, 

Deſcendant from a long Imperial Race, 

The Muſe directs an unaffected Flight, 

And propheſies, from ſo ſerene a Morn, 

To what clear Glories he is born, 

When blazing with a full Meridian Light, 

He ſhall the Britiſb Hemiſphere adorn: 

When Mars ſhall lay his batter d Target down, 
And he (ſince Death will never ſpare 
The Good, the Pious, and the Fair) 

In his ripe Harveſt of Renown, 

Shall after his Great Father ſit, 

(If Heav'n ſo long a Life permit) 

And having fwell'd the flowing Tide 
Of Fame, which he in Arms ſhall get, 
The Purchaſe of an honeſt Sweat, 


Shall ſafe in Fey Seas Britannia's Veſſel guide. 
: F 4 Brin 3 
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XIII. 
Eritannia's Veſſel, which in AN N A's Reign. 

And -prudent Pilotey, enjoys 

The Tempeſt which the World deſtroys, 
And rides triumphant o er the ſubject Main ; 
O may ſhe ſoon a quiet Harbour gain! 

And ſure the promis'd Hour is come, 

When in ſoft Notes the Peaceful Lyre 

Shall ſtill the Trumpet and the Drum, 

Shall play what Gods and Men deſire, 

And ftrike Be/lona's Muſick Dumb. 
When War, by Parents curs'd, ſhall quit the F ield, 
Unbuckle his bright Helmet, and to reſt 
His weary'd Limbs, fits on his idle Shield, N 
With Scars of Honour plow'd upon his Breaſt. 

But if the Gallic Pharaoh's ſtubborn Heart 
Grows freſh for Puniſhment, and hardens ſtill, 
Prepar'd for th' irrecoverable Ill, + Part: 
And force the unwilling Skies to act the laſt ungratef ul 
Thy Forces AN x a, iſe a Flood, ſhall whelm ; 
If Heav'n does ſcepter'd Innocence maintain) 
His famiſh'd deſolated Realm; 
And all the Sons of Pharamend in vain 
(Who with Diſhoneſt Envy ſee 
The ſweet forbidden Fruits of diſtant Liberty)) 
Shall curſe their rigid Salic Law,and wiſh a Female Reign, 
XIV. 
A Angle Reign like thine, — 
O ANN A, Britih Heroine ! 
To the afflicted Empires fly for Aid, 
Where'er Tyrannic Standards are diſplay ” 
From the wrong'd Yer to the threaten'd Rhine. 
Thee, where the Golden-ſanded Tagus flows 
Beneath fair“ Uly/ippo's Walls, 
The frighted Luſitant an calls: 


Thee 


® The old Name of Liſbon, ſaid to be built by Ulyſies. 
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Thee, they who drink the Sein, with thoſe. 
Who plow Berian Fields, implore, 
To give the lab'ring Wood repoſe, 
And univerſal Peace reſtore, : | 
Thee, Gallia, mournful to ſurvive the Fate 
Of her fall'n Grandeur, and departed State 
By ſad Experience taught to own, 
That Virtue is a ſafer Way to riſe, 
A A ſhorter Paſſage to the Skies, 
Than Pelion, upon Oha thrown':: 
For they, who by deny'd Attempts preſume * 
To reach the Starry Thrones, become | 
Sure Food for Thunder, and condemn'd to hoi 
In $ #tna, or in + Arima to roll, 
By an inevitable Doom, ; 
Gain but an higher Fall, a Mountain for their Tomb. 
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9 t Two Mountains au bere Jupiter 3 the Giants 
e TOTOIOTO FOTO LOZO MORO TOPATOTOM 
An E s A* on POETRY. 

| By the the Duke of Buckinghamſhire. 
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F Things in which Mankind does moſt excel. 
Nature's chief Maſter-piece is Writing well; 
And of all Sorts of Writing, none there are ö 
That can the leaſt with Poetry compare: 
No Kind of Work requires ſo nice a Louch; 
And if well finiſh'd, nothing ſhines ſo much. 
But Heav'n forbid we ſhould be ſo prophane, 
To grace the Vulgar with that ſacred Name. 
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"Tis not a Flaſh of Fancy, which ſometimes, 


Dazling our Minds, ſets off the ſlighteſt Rhymes 7 


Bright as a Blaze, but in a Moment dens; Fin, 


True Wit is everlaſting, 


like the Sun: ;! 


89 4 
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Which, tho” ſometimes. behind a Cloudrretirid;. ; 
Breaks out again, and is by all admiridi: 


| Numbers, and Rhyme, 
Which never does the Far with harſhneſs* 


Are neceſũſ jary, yet but vulgar Arts; 
For, all in vain theie fuperficial Parts 


Contribute to the Strudture of the whole,” -: » 
Without a Genius too, for that's the Soul: >: rn: 


48 


nn 


$I 


A Spirit, which inſpires the Work: enges, 8 


As that of Nature moves - the World about ; 2 


Lo .\ 


ROS 
wy 
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ard that e e * 


A Heat, which glows in (very Word:that's Writ; 


Fis ſomething: ot Divine, and more than: Wit; 
yet all 'I bings by it ſhown, { 
Deſcribing all Men, but deſcrib'd by none 


It ſelf unſeen, 


$ * 7 
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Where dott thon dwell ? What Caverns of. me Brain 


Can ſuch a vaſt and mighty Thing. contajy. 2- 
When J. at idle Hours, in vain: thy Abſent 


%. 


* "I" 2 928 


ce "mourn, 


O where doſt thou retire ? And why doſt thou return 
Sometimes witty pow rful Charms to hurry me away 
From Pleaſures of the Night, and Bus'neſs of the «54 ? 
E'en now, tco far tranſported, I am fain 
To check thy Courſe, and uſe the needful . 
As all is Dullneſs when the Fancy's bad ; 


So, whithout judgment, Fancy is but mT. 


And judgment has a boundleſs Influence, 


Not only in the Choice of Words or Senſe, 


But on the World, on Manners, .. and on Men : : 
Fancy 1s but the Feather of the Pen. 
Reaſon is that ſubſtantial uſeful. Part, 
Which gains the Head, while t'other wins the Heart: 

Here I ſhould all the various Sorts of | Verſe, 


But who that Taſk can after Horace do 
The beſt of Maſters and Examples too ! 


— — — 


And the whole Ar. e, Poetry rehearſme 
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Ecchoes 
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Etchoes atbuſt;; all we can ſay is vain, + OM 
Pull the Deſign, and fruirleſs were the Pain. 

Tis true, the Antients we may rob with Eaſe; 

But who with-that ſad Shift himſelf: can . 
Without an Actor's: Pride; a Players Art 

Is above his wko writes a bo:row'd Part. 

Yet modern Laws are made for later Faults, 


And new Abſurdities inſpire new Thoughts. 


What Need has Satyr, then, to live on Theft, 
When fo much freſh Occaſion ſtill is left? 
Fertile our Soil, and full of rankeſt Weeds, 

And Monſters worſe than ever Nitus © breeds; 

But hold, the Fools ſhall have no Cauſe to fear; 
Tis Wit and Senſe that is the Subject here. 
Defects of witty Men deſerve a Cure, 

And thoſe who are ſo, will e'en this endure. 

Firſt then of SoxG 5s, Which now fo much abound,” 
Without his Song ne Fop is to be found; /g 
A moſt offenſive Weapon, which he draws. eee 
On all he meets, againſt Apollo's Laws. — — 
Tho! nothing ſeems more eaſy, yet no Part 
Of Poety requites a nicer Art; 

For as in Rows of richeſt Pearl there lies 
Many à Blemiſh that eſcapes our Eyes, 

The leaſt of which Defects is plainly ſhown + 

In ſome ſmall Ring, and brings the Value down 
So Songs ſhall be to juſt Perfection wrought; 


Yet where can we ſee one without a Fault ? "xa 1 


Exact Propriety, of Words and Thought, 
eee eaſy, and the Fancy big 

et that not ſeem to creep, nor this to fly'; ; 
- No Words tranſpos'd, but in ſach Order all, 

As, tho' hard w rought, may ſeem by Chance to fall. 
Here, as in all T hings elfe, is moſt unfit ; 
Bare Ribaldry, that- poor Pretence to Wit : , 

Such nauſeous Songs by a late Author made, 
CM am unwilling Cenſure on—his Shade. 
Not that warm Thoughts of the tranſporting Joy, 


Can. -thock the Chaſteſt, or the Niceſt cloy ; Bat 


— 


3 
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But Words obſcene, too groſs to move Deſire, 


Like Heaps ef Fuel, do but choak the Fire, 


On other Themes he well deſerves our Praiſe, 

_ Here pals that Appetite he meant to raiſe. 
Next E L E G , of ſweet but ſolemn Voice, 
And of a Subject grave, exacts the Choice; 

The Praiſe. of Beauty, Valour, Wit, contains ;. 
And there too oft deſpairing Love complains, 
In vain, alas! for who, by Wit, is mov'd ? 
The Phoenix She deſerves to be belov'd. 

But noiſy Nonſenſe, and ſuch Fops as vex 
Mankind, take moſt with that fantaſtic Sex. 
This to the Praiſe of thoſe who better kney,, 

The Many raiſe the Value of the Few. _ 

But here, as all our Sex too oft have try'd, 2 
Women have drawn my wand'ring Thoughts aſide. 
Their greateſt Fault, who in this Kind have writ, 

Is not defect in Words, nor Want of Wit: 

But ſhould this Muſe harmonious Numbers yield, 

And ev'ry Couplet be with Fancy. fill'd, 

H yet a juſt Coherence be not made, 

Between each Thought, and the whole Model laid 

So right that ev'ry Step may higher riſe, | 

Like Geodly Mountains, 'till they reach the Skies : 

Trifles, like ſuch perhaps of late have paſt, 

And may be lik'd awhile, but never laſt. 

"Tis Epigram, tis Point, tis what you will: 

But not an Elegy, nor writ with Skill; £ 

No 5 Panegyric, nor a | Cooper's- Hill. | 
A higher Flight, and of a happier Force, 

Are ODE s,. the Muſes moſt unruly Horſe. 

That bounds ſo ferce, the Rider has no Reſt, 

But foams at Mouth, and moves like one poſſeſt. 

The Poet here muſt be indeed inſpir'd 


With Fury too, as well as Fancy fir'd. . 
„ rr 


— 


ale.” 


— 


Pe 9 Maller. 5 I] Denbam. . 


. Miſcellaneous Porms. og 


Cowley might boaſt to have perform'd this Part, 
Had he with Nature join'd the Rules of Art; . 
But ill Expreſſions ſometimes gives Allay | 
To that rich Fancy which can ne'er decay. 
Tho' all appear in Heat and Fury. done, 
The Language ſtill muſt ſoft and. eaſy run, 
Theſe Laws may ſeem a little tgo ſevere ; _ 
But Judgment yields, and Fancy governs there; 
Which, tho' extravagant, this Muſe allows, 
And makes the Work much eaſier than it ſhows, . 
Of all the Ways that wiſeſt Men could find, 
To mend the Age, and mortify Mankind, 
SATIRE well writ has moſt ſucceſsful prov d, 
And Cures, becauſe the Remedy is lov'd. f 
Tis hard to write on ſuch a Subject more, 
Without repeating Things ſaid oft before. 
Some vulgar Errors only we remove, 
That ſtain a Beauty which ſo much we love. 
Of well-choſe Words ſome take not Care enough, 
And think they ſhould be, as the Subject, rough. 
This Poem muſt be more exactly made, 
And ſharpeſt Thoughts in ſmootheſt Words convey'd, 
Some thinks. if ſharp enough, they cannot fail, 
As if their only Bus'neſs was to rail: 
But human Frailty nicely to unfold, 
Diſtinguiſhes a Satyr from a Scolt. 
Rage you muſt hide, and Prejudice lay down; 
A Satyr's Smile is ſharper than his Frown : 
So, while you ſeem to ſlight ſome Rival Youth, 
Malice itſelf may ſometimes paſs for Truth. 
The * Laureat here may juſtly claim our Praiſe, 
Crown'd by + Mac-Fleckne: with immortal Bays ; 


Tho? 


En SO * „ . — 


* Mr. Dryden. 


AX famous Satyrical Poem of his en M.. Shadwell, | 


—_ - 
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Tho Sar puniſh'd for another's: Rhymes, | | 


His own deſerve as great Applauſe ſomethnes. 

But once his Pegaſas has Born dead W eight, | 
Rid by ſome lumpiſſi Miniſters of State.” 
Here, reſt my Muſe, ſaſpend my Cares a- m_ — 
A greater Enter prize attends thy Toill. | 
As ſome young Eagle that deſigns to fly. 

A long umvonted Journey thro? the Sky, 
Conſiders all the dangerous Way before, © 
Over what Lands and Seas ſhe is to foar; 
Doubts her swr Strength ſo far, and jaſtly fears 4 
That loſty Road of airy Travellers: 5 
But yet incited by ſome fair Defign, 

That does her Hopes beyond her Fears incline, 
Prunes eviry Feather, views herſelf with Care, 


At laſt reſolv' d, ſhe cleaves the yielding Air. 5 . 


Away ſhe. flies, ſo. ſtrong, ſo high, ſo faſt, 
She leſſens to us, and. is loſt at latt, ——— 

So (but tod weak for fuch a weighty Thing FX * 
The Mufs inſpires a ſharper Note to fing: —-- 
And why ſhould Truthoffend, when only told. 
To guide the Ignorant, and warm the Bold ? 
On then, my! Muſe, adventrouſly engage 
To give Inſtructions that concern the Stage. 

The Unities of Action; Fime, and Place, 
which, if obſerv'd; give PL ay s fo great a Grace, 
Are, tho' but little practis d, too e known 
To be taught here, were we pretend alone - 

From nicer Faults to purge the preſent Age, 
Leſs obvious Errors of the. Enp/i/> Stage: | 

Firſt then, Slilognles hit need be few, 
Extreamly ſhort, and ſpoke in Pathon too; 

Our Lovers talking to themſelves, for want 
Of others, make the Pit cheir Confident: 
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Nor-is the Matter mendeéd yet, if thus 
They truſt a Friend, only to tell it us. pl 
Th' Occaſton thould as naturally fall nz 
As when B. LL AR 1 0 confeſſes all. 
Figures of Speech, which Poets think ſo 85s 
Art's needleſs Varniſh, to make Nature ſhine, | 
Are all but Paint upon a beauteous Face, ---.' 
And in Deſcription only claim a Place 
But to make Ragedeclaim, and. Grief diſcourſe, 
From Lovers in Deſpair fine Things to force, 
Muſt needs fucceed ; for ucho can chuſe but Ae 
A ͤ dying Hero miſerably wittx ? 1 
But oh ! the Dialogues, where Jeſt Me) Mock. 7 
Is held up, like a Reſt at Shittle-cock ! * Hl... 
Or elſe, like Bells, eternally: they: chime ;. 2 
Tbey Sigh in Simile, and die in Rbhime, 
What Things-afe thefe, who would be Poets thought; 
By Nature notsmſpir'd; not Learning taught? 
Some Wit they Rave, and therefore may deſerwve 
A better Courſe than this, by awhich-they- 7 . 
But to: write Plays! why, tis a bold Pretence * 
To Judgment, Breeding, Wit, and Bloguehce::: 1.55709 
INay more, for they muſt look within to find N 
Thoſe ſecret turns of Nature in the Mine. 
W hithout this Part; in vain would be, the: Pang 
And but a Body all without a Soul. CE: 
All this-together yet is but a Part, 
Of Dialogue, that great and Powerful Art, 
Now almoſt loſt, which the old Grætians . 
From whom the Romans fainter Copies drew, 
Scarce comprehended, ſince but by a few 
PL AT O and Luo Ii AN are the beſt Remains! 9 4 244 
Ot all the Wonders which this Art contains 
Yet to ourſelves we Juſtice muſttalfows - - ti 50.07 
SHAKESPEAR and «' FLETGHER afethe Wonders: nog. 
Conſider then, and. read : ch ment ahd ern 
Ga ſee them Play 'd, then read them as before; 3 For 


j 2 Philaſter, a a Fig of Beaumont and F letcher, 
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For tho' in many Things they groſly fail, 
Over our Paſſions ſtill they fo prevail, 
That our own Grief by theirs is rock'd aſleep; 
The Dull are forc'd to feel, the Wife to weep. —- 
Their Beauties imitate, avoid their Faults. | 
Firſt on a Plot employ thy careful Thoughts; 
Turn it with Time a thouſand ſeveral Ways: 
This oft alone has giv'n Succeſs to Plays. 
Reject that vulgar Error, which appears 
So fair, of making perfect Characters: 
There's no ſuch Thing in Nature, and you'll draw 
A faultleſs Monſter, which the World ne'er ſaw. 
Some Faults muit be, that his Misfortunes drew, 
But ſuch as may deſerve Compaſſion too. 
Beſides the main Deſign compos'd with Art, 
Each moving Scene mult be a Plot apart. 
Contrive each little Turn, mark ev'ry Place, 
As Painters firſt chaulk out the future Face: 
Yet be not fondly your own Slave for this; 
But change hereafter what appears amiſs. 
Think not ſo much where ſhining Thoughts to place, 
As what a Man would ſay in ſuch a Caſe. | 
Neither in Comedy will this ſuffice, 
The Player too, muſt be before your Eyes; 
And tho! tis Drudgery to ſtoop ſo low, 
To him you muſt your utmoſt Meaning ſhow. 

Expoie no ſingle Fop ; but lay the Load 
More equally; and fpread the Folly broad. 
The other Way is vulgar; oft we ſee 
The Fool derided by as bad as he. | | 
Hawks fly at noble Game; in this low Way 
A very Owl may prove a Bird of Prey. | 
III Poets ſo, will one poer Fop devour ; - 
But to collect, like Bees, from ev'ry Flow'r, . 
Ingredients to compoſe that precious Juice, _ 


Which ſerves the World for.Pleaſure and for Uſe, x | 
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In ſpite of Faction, this would Favour get; 
But * FaLS TAF ſeems inimitable yet. FH x 
Another Fault which often does befal, 
Is, when the Wit of ſome great Poet ſhall, 
So overflow, that 1s, be none at all, 
That all his Fools ſpeak Senſe, as if poſſeſt, 
And each, by Inſpiration, breaks his Jeſt. 
If once the Juſtneſs of each Part be loſt, 
Well may we laugh, but at the Poet's Coft. 
That ſilly Thing Men call Sheer-Wit, avoid, 
With which our Age ſo nauſeouſly is cloy'd. 
Humour 1s all, Wit ſhould be only brought 
To turn agreeably ſome proper 'Thought. 
But fince the Poets we of late bave known, 
Shine in no Dreſs ſo much as in their ownz 
The better by Example to convince, 
Caſt but a View on this wrong Side of Senſe, 
Firſt a Soliloquy is calmly made, 
Where ev'ry Reaſon is exactly weigh'd ; 
Which once perform'd, moſt op nely comes 
A Hero frighted at the Noiſe of Drums, 
For her ſweet Sake, whom at firſt Sight he loves, 
And all in Metaphor his Paſſion proves; 
But ſome ſad Accident, tho' yet unknown, 
Parting this Pair, to leave the Swain alone, 55 
Hle ſtreight grows jealous, yet we know not why; 
And, to oblige his Rival, needs muſt die: | 
But firſt he makes a Speech, wherein he tells, 
The abſent Nymph,” how much his Flame excels, 
And yet bequeaths her generouſly now 525 
To that dear Rival whom he does not kno-w-w; 
Who ſtreight appears, but who can Fate withſtand ? 
To late, alas! to hold his haſty Hand, | 
That juſt has giv'n himſelf the cruel Stroke, 
At which this very Stranger's Heart is broke; 


He 
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He more to bis new Friend than Miſtreſs kind, 

Mourns ſadly mourns-at being left bekmd;- 

Of ſuch a Deathspreters the pleaſing Charms” 

Fo Love, and living in a Lady's Arms. 

How ſhameful, and what: monſt'rous Things aye theſe! ? 
And then they rail at thoſe they cannot Phe; 
Conclude us ovly partial tothe Dead; 5 

And grudge the Sigi of old BNN Janne 5 Head: 

When the intriaſick Vatug of the Stage, 


Can ſcarce be jadg'd, but hy a, following Age; . 


For Dances, Flutes, Italian Songs, and Rhime, ; 

May keep up fmking Nonſenſe tor a Time. 2 

But that may fail, which now fo much oer rules, 

And Senſe no enger will ſubmit to N N 
By painful Steps we arc at lait got up 

Parnaſſus Hill; on- whoſe brigkt airy T opt 


The Ep: c-Pozrs ſo divinely ſhow, 


And with juſt Pride behold the reſt below: 

Heroic Poems have ; q̃uſt Pretence LES Ee Of 
To be thewmipttReath' of humane age; . 
A Work of ſuch: weftimable Worth, 

I here are but two the World has yet enge . 
Homer and VINGOTL :; with What awfül Sound 
Do theſe meer Words the Ears of Poers - erate . 

Juſt as a Changeling ſeems below: the reſt 

Of Men, or rather is a two- legg'd Beaſt; 

So theſe Gigantic Souls, amaz d; we find: 

As much above the reſt of human Kind. 
Nature's Whole: Strength united; endleſs Fame, | 
And univerſal Shouts attend their Name. 
Read Hout once, and you can read no more, . 
For all Things elſe appear ſo dull and poor: 

Verſe will ſeem Proſe; yet oſten on him look! 

And you will hardly- need another Book: . 
Had * Bossv never writ, the World had ſtill, 


Like Indians, View d chis wond' Tous Piece of Skill 
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As ſomething of Divine dre Work admir d, arp 
Not hop'd to be in ſtructed, but infpir'd : e 
But he, diſcloſing ſacred Myſteries, 5 
Has ſhewn where all the Magick A 
Deſcrib'd the Seeds, and in what Order K | 
That have to ſuch a vaſt Proportion grown. 
Sure from ſome Angel he this Secret knew, 2 
Who thro" this Labyrinth has giv'n the Clue. 

But what, alas! avails it poor Ma, kind. 

Lo ſee this promis'd Land. yet ſtay behind? 

The Way is ſhewn; but who has Strength to yo? ; x 
Who-can all Scierices escactly know ? 

Whoſe Fancy flies beyond weak Reaſon's Sight, - 
And yet has Judgment to direct it right? 
Whoſe juſt Diſcernment, Vikerr-like, is ſuch, 
Never to ſay too little, or too much ? 1 
Let ſuch a Man begin without DR... 
But he muſt do much mote than I can by ; 

Muſt above CowLty, nay; antf MIL rox too, N | 
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WHEN weeping! Mae) thro* Clouds appears, | 
And all B-itarhia's Hope doffolves in Tears, 

"Tis univerſal Grief; and all would fhow 

Their Zeal to leffen fic 1 im ortant Woe. 

While others variotis Arts o "Comfort uſe ; 

Accept of minè, Gent P Hndefd, nor tefüfe 

The Conſolations of th' officious Muſe, 
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Who-ſighs for you, and labours in his Turn, 
To heal that Sorrow, while Kingdoms mourn, 

With Cauſe indeed you grieve,. with might Cauſe. 
Lament harſh Deſtiny's reſiſtleſs Laws, _ 
When the dear Partner of our Joys and Cares 
No more ſurvives, no more-our Counſel ſhares ; 

No longer lives t'adorn your Court, and bleſs - . 
Your warlike-Reign with all the Sweets of Peace, 
To heighten Fortune's Smiles, allay her Frowns, 
And eaſe the long Fatigues that waits on Crowns, 
All was harmonious ; no Diſpute between 

Th' ambiguous. Rights of Conſort and of Queen, 
When mutual Tenderneſs unqueſtion'd ſway'd, 

And both, or neither, govern'd or obey'd. 

How did the pious Royal Pair improve 

The brighteſt Patterns of Connubial Love! 

Which ſtill in all ſhall Admiration raiſe ; 

O! would they imitate, as well as praiſe. , 

In Life's Decay, to Sickneſs forc'd to yield, 

He ſought, 'tis true, no Laurels in the Field : 

How could he then thoſe tedious Toils ſuſtain, | 
With lab'ring Lungs that heav'd for Breath with Pain? 
How range the thick ning Squadrons into Form, 
Or reach th" uncertain Battle when to ſtorm ? 

As when his Strength, not yet in its Decline, 

Stood firm, and gave the Hero Leave to ſhine. 

When oft renown'd in Northern Wars, he led * 
His hardy Danes, and charged at their Head, 

With ſwift Deſtruction cruſh'd the valiant Set ; J 
Reſcu'd the linking Brother from the Foe, 

And ſav'd a King and Kingdom at a Blow. 

Or when he march'd with WiLL1iam's Arms to join, 
And ſhar'd with him the Glory of the Beyne. | 
Nor, when retir'd, did all his Labours ceaſe ; 

Silent, but not inglorious, was his Eaſe, 
Your Realms with delegated Rule he aw'd, 
Gentle at Home, as rough and brave Abroad. RA 
. 1 | 8 . 
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Thus always led by Fame's or Virtue's Charms, 
An Hero ſtill in Piety, or Arms. | 

Tho all theſe Honours to himſelf are due, 

One more conſpicuous he de ives from you; i 
Conſort to ſuch a Queex ! That deathleſs Name 
Shall add the brighteſt Luſtre to his Fame ; 
Immortalize his Glory, and out-ſhine 
All Regal Titles, but the Right Divine. 

A Prince ſo excellent you needs muſt grieve | 
To loſe, but Heav'n rejoices to receive: 
| Ceaſe then your Sighs ; while languiſhing you fit, 

. Britannia's Genius weeping at your Feet, | 
The Buſineſs of the World ſuſpended ſtands, 
Nor circulates without your dread Commands. 

So if that Part which all the Body guides, 

Where the Nerves meet, and where * Soul reſides, 
The leaſt Diſorder feels, the whole Machine 

Is pale without, and all untun'd within: 

The vital Springs their active Force forget, 

And all the lazy Pulſes faintly beat. 

Enough to Grief you then reſign'd your Breaſt, 

Profuſe and laviſh of your Royal Reſt; 

When negligent of all your Pomp and State, 

Cloſe by the gaſping Prince you penſi ve fate ; 
Outwatch'd the Stars with wat'ry ſleepleſs Eyes, 

With Vows inceſſant importun'd the Skies; 

And vainly ſtruggling with relentleſs Death, 

Hung on his trembling Lips and catch'd his flying Breath. 

As much as could from Deſtiny be gain d, 
| Your unexampled Piety obtain'd : 

Long doubtful did his lifted Hand forbear 

The threat ned Stroke, which hov'ring hung in Air, 
Your Pray'rs with Heav'n maintain'd a dubious Strife, 
His Soul long fluttering on the Verge of Life, 

And by a gradual Death at laſt ſet free, 

To ſoften Fate, and ſmooth it's harſh Decree. 

Nor weep, as if your Glory too were dead, 

And all your Joys with your lov'd Conſort fled, 1 
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No more he holds your Pow'r in eicher Hand, #7 
One to controul the Sea, and one the Land: - A 
Yet Sov'reign oer the.e Iſſęs you {till remain, 1 


And in our willing Hearts triumphant reign:  - "5th — 
Vet ſtill your Fleets the liquid Empire keep, 2 
And ride Majeſtick o'er the boundlets Deep. 8 


Abroad your conqu Ting: 'Frqops lament your Lo I 
In dreadful Grief, pernicious to your Foes. A 
Soon as the News was to the Camp convey d, 
On Liſſe's retarding Citadej employ d, 5 
Murm'ring they paus d, and 'T idings ta enquire, 5 
With Arms reclin d, and ſtopt their Storms of Fire; 
But ſoon diſcharg 4 their Fury on the Gault, 

And pour'd freſh Ruin on their ſhatter d Walls. 
MarrB%Rougi and Evoxxz ſtill your T hunder mee, 
In ſpite of Winter, and maintain the Field; 

Always victorious, they the Foe engage, 

Like Winter Tempeſts, with redoubled * 6 
Teaching his ſcatter' d. Troops no more to dare 

To ſtand the ſweeping. Whirlwind of their War, 

On hoſtile uid): and doſely Nele on Frante. 
Britannia's Quzen; and all Britannia's Pow'rs, 

Level their Bolts at Gallia's haughty To] 78, 


More terrible! in Grief: So-Lightaings;fly, 
Redd' ning the horridGloom,whenClouds obſcure theSky. 

Let all your Conqueſts for his Neath: attone, E 
Forget Fate's Triumphs, and impfove your o.]n. 1 5 
Chiefly to you the-Godlike Prinee-i * lots N 
But think, Oh! think, you grieve at Europe's colt, B 
And leaſt ſhould mourn him, thrqugh you loſe him moſt. N 

And. ydu, who neat your weeping, Sox 1 Wait, | 0 
And ſhave the melancholy. Pomp of State, A 15 3 
Ute all your Female Tenderneſa, and find Ty no = 
The gentleſt Arts to. recompoſt her Mind: vo Ar 
Nor with unſkilful pions Haſte increaſe; - |, vw 
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But ſooth the Pain awhile, and bring Relief, 


With all the ſofteſt Elegance of Grief. | 
In ſad complaining Sounds her-Sighs return, 
And-own, your Queen has-wond'rous Cauſe to mourn, 
But then intreat her t6' regard our Fears. | 
And count the vaſt Expence of Royal Tears. 4 
May Heavin, and ſnhe, if Heav'n our C rimes can ſpare, 5 
Make that ineſtimable Life their Care. TS 
That we implore, with anxious Fears oppreſs'd, 
Sollicitoas for J hat,. and thoughdeſs of the. ene e 
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HEN her Britannia wept ErLiza' 8 Doom, 

And mourn'd with equal. Tears Maria Tomb. 
As each deſerv'd. each equal Muſes drew, 
Nor to their Heav'n without a Poet fle-? ;,; 
But now, what bolder Wing her Fame ſhall ery? ? 
Who follow Anya thro” the boundleſs Sky? 
Who ſhall deſcribe, in an exalted Strain, 
The Wars and Triumphs of a Female Reign? 
Who Nations in eternal Leagues reheazſe,.. | < 
And Peace well worthy an eternal Verle ? 

Thou, * Sacred Dome, whom Royal Founders claim, 
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And with a & hundred tuneful Tongues return 


Thuy grateful Sorrow to each Prince's Urn. 


Do thou with proper Notes the Vouth inſpire; 
Breath VIReIL's Trumpet, touch the HoxAc TAN Lyre. 
So may thy Walls to ancient Splendor riſe, r 


And thy Athenian Turrets mate the Skies ! 


And thou, whoſe lib'tal Hand my Fortunes rais'd, | 
O Queex ! for ever lov'd, for ever prais d; 


Receive the Tribute which my Numbers bring, 


While the Muſe ftrikes the Elegiac String: 
While Life was thine, how much to thee I owe, 
How plenteous did thy ſtreams of Bleſſing flow? 


©! how I grieve, for all thy Bounty gaye, 


To bring this mournful Off ring to thy Grave, 
No Time ſhall ever from my Mind deface 
Thy Looks, thy Glones, and diviner Grace. 


But moſt thy ancient Truth, thy pious Soul, 


With conſtant Glowings in thy Boſom roll : 


The dear'Remenib'rance ever is impreſt, 


What Love of true Religion warm'd thy Breaſt ! 

!! Pleas'd I revolve, as often as I brought | 

The Suppliant's Prayer, and for the Wretched ſought : 
How kind you heard, how plenteous pour'd your Store 
And tho' I ask'd for much, you granted more. 
Thus at your Sight Afflictions grew more mild, 
And Fortune loſt her Anger as you ſmil'd. 

O had but envious Death made ſome Delay, 

And not ſo haſty ſnatch'd the Royal Prey: 

Then (may her Promiſes to me be ſhown) 

Thy Muſes, Oxford, had her Bleſſings known. 
What Domes, O ſacred Mother, hadſt thou ſeen, 
The pious Gift of a religious Quern XI! 

How had another Area rais'd its Head, 

And ſcornful o'er its arcient Ruins ſpread ! 

What Walls had roſe! what lofty 'Turrets crown'd, 
Theme for thy Sons in future Days to ſound. But 
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But now, when here the Trav'ller turns his Eyes, 
And, ah! the great unfiniſh'd Labour ſpies: 
A double Pity riſes from his View, 
He mourns the Publick Loſs, and Oxford too, 

Who ſhall Britannia's falling State fuſtain ? 
Who fix the Empire of the Land and Main? 
Who Anna's Greatneſs and her Virtues bear, 
And ſooth with equal Pity all our Care? 

O thou, to whom the Pious Queen reſign'd 
A Scepter.equal to thy mighty Mind, | 
O come, Auſpicious! urge thæ happy Way, 52 
And bleſs thy Subjects with a brighter Daß. 5 
The Nobles Thee, the Fathers Thee require, 
The People Thee, their Guardian God, deſire 
And haply, if the Care of Publick Weight 5 
Shall call you from the Pomp and Noiſe of State; 
And here incline you in our calm Retreat, 
To taſte the — of the Muſes Seat. 
Then, Mighty Prince, you better here will ſee 
What Anna left to be perform'd hy Thee. 22254 
Then better ſhall this Roya/ Houſe proclaim 51 
What Reverence ſhe paid to Anna's Name, > 
While to her Succkssox ſhe pays the ſame. 
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Saas Night had her black Flag unfurl'd, 

And ſpread her ſooty Mantle o'er the World; 

The waning Moon ſhed, Pale, a ſickl Light, 

And Stars ſcaree twinkled to th' enquiring Sight: 1 
G + Half 
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Half the loſt Earth, by Darkneſs over-run, 
Wept, in cold Dews, the Abſence of the Sun: 
The Waves were huſh'd, the Winds forgot to roar, 
And Storms, detach'd in Breezes, cours'd the Shore. 
The mix'd Creation was invclv'd in Sleep, | 
Fiſhes roll'd, ſlumb' ring, thro' the ſtagnate Deep; 
Beaſts, Birds and Serpents, various Beds poſſeſt, 
Some in thick Woods, ſome in dark Caverns, reſt: 
Antipathies, in common Sleep, took Part; 

Care curs'd nor thought; and Woe forgot to (mart : 
Immerg'd in Reſt, my drowſy Senſes lay, 

And Death's proud Image pra&tis'd on my Clay; 


But, while, diſdainful of the mean Controll, 


No dull Deſires invade my wakeful Soul, 

Active, th' Inſpirer, skilful to purſue, 

Thro' the wild Tracks of mazy Mem'ry flew; 

There, ſcatter d Images to Union brought, 

And form'd this wondrous Viſion to my Thought. 
I found myſelf, at Dead of deepeſt Night, 


 » Chear'd by no glimm'ring Spark of Remnant Light, 


Lock d in that ancient, venerable Pile, 
Which holds her ſacred Duſt, who lately bleſt our Ifle ! 
Aſcending Damps the gloomy Concave ſought, 
And hung, impriſon'd, to th' impervious Vault. 
While my ſhod Feet trac'd ſwift the dusky Round, 
Hoarſe Echo's multiply'd the trampling Sound! 
The ſweating Stones diftill'd a noiſome Dew, 
And Earthy Scents my Death-fed Noſtrils drew ! 
Cold Froſts of Fear pierc'd keen thro' ev'ry Part; 
And ſhiv'ring Agues ſhook my Ice-bound Heart; 
A hollow Wind, from whiſtling Murmurs, bore 
Its gathering Din more high, and ſtrove to roar ! 
The tatter'd Trophies fan'd the priſon'd Air: 
And chill Amazement ſtiffen' d up my Hair! 
While fix d I ſtood, intent on Rumblings near; 
And diftant Groans alarm'd my aking Ear ! 
Sudden, the Temple, 5 ſhone with ruſhing Light, 
And new-born Terrors overwhelm'd my Sight! 
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:Ghoſts, from the loos'ning Pavement, raiſe their Head, 
And yawning Graves diſcloſe their ſhrowded Dead! 
Shot up, in Streams, a Miſt of Spirits rife, 

As morning Exhalations ſtreak the Skies. , 
Soul-freezing Horror tingled thro' my Blood, 

And curdling Fear bound hard the vital Flood! 
Unbending Nerves their dying Vigour loſt, _ 

And drooping Life ſcarce held her dangerous Poſt: | 
Large Drops of Sweat from every Finger ſhed, 

And all the Frame of Nature ſhook with Dread. 

From the Eaſt End, where mouldring Monarchs lie, 
And Worms, luxuriant, feaſt on Royalty; 

Where each proud Tomb ſome Duſt of Princes boaſts, - 
There marches out a Troop of Sovereign Ghoſts ! 
Fach, in his Shadowy Hand, a Scepter brings, 

Th' acknowledg'd Mark of Power in living Kings! 

A glitt'ring Diadem each Forehead wore ; | . 
Their Robes trail'd looſe, and ſwept the honour'd Floor! 
With flow, and ſtately Stride, the Monarchs tread, 

And ev'ry Meaner Spirit bows its Head ! | 

In foremoſt Rank, as lateſt known to Fame, 

The grave-brow'd Ghoſt of awful AxxA came! 

Calm, and Serene, the ſilent Walks they trace, 

And halt, regardful, at each ſolemn Place. 

Viſit each Tomb, and in myſterious State, 

Hail the dry Remnant of the waſted Great. 

This Pomp of Death, thus, wore half Night away, 
And came, at length, where DENMARE's Body lay; 
Jhere Anna ſtaid, and looking careful round. 
With ſhadowy Scepter touch'd the conſcious Ground : 
"Tis ſtrange, ſhe figh'd, that he, whom moſt I bleſt, 
Has neyer thank'd me, fince I came to Reſt! 

The willing Ghoſt his marbly Fetters broke, 
And roſe up, ſlowly, at the pow'rful Stroke: 
An Air of Sorrow bent his ſerious Head; 
His Eyes ſome ſeeming Tears, reluctant, ſhed : 
With folded Arms, and diſcontented Look, : 
Thrice bow'd he gently, _ thus faintly ſpoke; 
; = | 
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Hail! Happy Shade ! reſt;here, unforc'd to reign, 
Nor toil, to ſave a ſtubborn Land, in vain. 
How did juſt Pity ſweeten thy Controll! 
How didſt thou ſtrain thy Virtue-propping Soul! 
How didſt thou wiſh th' unfiniſh'd Courſe to run, 
And act, in Will, what Power has left undone ! 
For chis, ſince Death, Detraction wound thy Fame: 
And inſolent Reproach corrodes thy Name. 
©. Ungrateful People! Unrepenting State ! 
Halt thou, O Queen! dvd th' ungentle Fate? 
=: He ceas'd ;—Each liſt'ning Monarch ſhook his Head! 
_ While ſhe, to whom he ſpoke, thus anſwering, ſaid, 
© Denmark ! wonder not at Ills like thoſe, 
Ackls if crown'd in EncLaxD, wou'd have Foes. 
| Deſert, like mine, with living Glories paid, 
=  _ -Can fear no Scandal, when become a Shade. 
If ought's left wanting to my People's Prayer, 
. Mourn not th' unfiniſh'd Progreſs of my Care. 
| When Princes ſome wiſh'd Good, in vain, purſue : 
By them not done, tis left for Heav'n to do! 
Let us, in Peace. enjoy our. ſilent Bed, | 
Truth always triumphs, when ſhe ſerves _s Dead. 
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; By the Same. | 


a 


Was one May Morning, when the Clouds undrawn, 
Expos d, in naked Charms, the waking Dawn; 
When Night-fal'n Dews, by Days warm Courtſhip wor, 
From reeking Roſes climb' d to kiſs the Sun; 
Nature, new-bloſſom'd, ſhed her Odours round; 
The Dew-bent Primroſe kiſs d the breeze ſwept Ground: 
The watchful Cock has thrice proclaim'd the Day, 
And glimm ring Sunbeams, faintly fore d their n 
en 
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When join'd in Hand, and Heart, to Church we went, 
Mutual in Vows, and Priſoners by Conſent. 
AuREL1A's Heart beat high, with mix d Alarms; 
But trembling Beauty glow'd with double Charms. 
In her ſoft Breaſt a modeſt Struggle roſe, | 
How ſhe ſhou'd ſeem to like the Lot ſhe choſe: 
A*Smile, ſhe thought, wou'd dreſs her Looks too gay, 
A Frowm might ſeem too ſad, and blaſt the Day 
But while nor This, nor That, her Will cou'd bow, 
She walk'd, and look d, and charm'd, and knew not how ! 
Our Hands, at length, th' unchanging Fiat bound, 
And qur glad Souls ſprung out to greet the Sound. 
Joys, meeting Joys, unite, and ſtronger ſhine; 
For Paſſion, purify'd, grows half Divine: 
AuREL1A, thou art mine, I cry'd,—and ſhe 
Sigh'd ſoft Now, Damon, Thou art Lord of me. 
But wilt thou, whiſper'd ſhe, the Knot now ty'd,. 
Which onfy-Death's keen Weapon can divide, 
Wilt thou, Rilf mindful:cr thy Raptures paſt; 
Permit the Summer of Love's Hope to laſt? 
Shall not cold-Wintry Froits come on too ſoon ? 
Ah, ſay ! What means the World by Honey-Moon ? 
If we ſo ſhort a Space our Bliſs enjoy, : 
What Toils does Love for one poor Mouth employ ! - 
Women thus us'd, like Bubbles, blown with Air, 
Owe to their outward. Charms a Sun-gilt Glare: 
Like them, we glitter to the diſtant Eye, 
But, graſp'd like them, we do but weep and die! 
Left more, ſaid I, thou ſhou'd'ſt profane the Bliſs, 
I'll ſeal thy dang'rous Lips, with this cloſe Kiſs': 
Nat thus, the Heav'n of Marriage Hopes blaſpheme ! 
But learn, from me, to ſpeak on this lov'd Theme. 
There have been Wedlock Joys of ſwift decay, 
Like Lightning, ſeen at once, and ſhot away: 
But Theirs were Hopes, which, all unkt to pair, 
Like Fire and Powder, kiſs'd, and flaſh'd to Air!. 
Thy Soul and mine, by mutual Courtſhip won, 
Megst like two mingling Flames, and make but one. 
| 00. Union 
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Thou, like ſome Breeze, ſhalt in my Boſom play. 


Enliven'd by ker lucid Beams, 


— 
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Union of Hearts, not Hands, does Marriage make; 
"Tis Sympathy of Mind keeps Love awake: 

Our growing Days Increaſe of Joy ſhall know, 

And thick- ſown Comforts leave no Room for Woe. 
Thou, the ſoft {ſwelling Vine, ſhall fruitful laſt, 

I, the ſtrong Elm, will prop thy Beauties faſt ; 

Thou ſhalt ſtrow Sweets, to ſoften Life's rough Way; 
And, when hot Paſſions my proud Wiſhes ſway, 


Thou, for Protection, ſhalt on me depend, 

And TI, on thee, for a ſoft, faithful Friend. 

I, in AvzeL IA, ſhall for ever view, 

At once, my Care, my Fear, my Comfort, too! 

IThcu ſhalt Firſt Partner in my Pleaſures be, 

But all my Pains ſhall, Laſt, be known to thee. 
AUREL1Aa heard, and view'd me with a Smile, 

Which ſeem'd, at once, to cheriſh and revile 

O God of Love! ſhe cry'd—What Joys were thine, 

If all Life's Race were Wedaing-Days like mine! 
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By the Same. 


1 & 
WHile, in the Mall, my Cz=11a ſhone, 
| And drew th' adoring World to gaze; 
A wanton Grat came buzzing, on, 
To gambol in her Blaze. 
| f Hi 


And urging Bliſs too nigh ; 
Th' attractive Beauty's powertui Streams, 
_ "Oferwhelm'd him in her Eye. 5 
| The 
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III. 
The glowing Orb, ſwift * Fire, 
| Now Heat was mix'd with Light; 
The Wings, that durſt ſo high aſpire, 
She rubb'd to Duſt in Spite. 
> 
Mean while, the clouded Sight ſhone: dim, 
Her Sun thro' Mifts appears; 
Mont Anguiſh roſe above the Brim, 
And flow'd away in Tears. 


O Gnat! too Happy ! thus too die! 

My CLI weeps thy Fate; 
She kills me, every Day, yet I, 

No Pity can create. 

VE: - 
Myſterious Sex | by Cuſtom led, 
Mere Trifles moſt to prize 
O Truth, to turn a Lover's Head 

| They Murder Men, and weep for Flies: 
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ATR Suſan did her Wifehode well maintayne, 

Algates aſſaulted ſore by Leachers wayne. 
Now, an' I read aryghte that auncient Song, 
The Paramours were Olde, the Dame was Yong. 


Had thilke ſame Tale in other guife been told, 
Had they been Yong (pardie) and ſhe been Olde, 
Sweet Jeſu! that had been much ſorer Tryale; 


Full marvaillous, I wot, were ſuch Deny ale ! 2 po 
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The Same Attempted in a Medern Stile. 
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HEN Fair mk, in a cool Retreat 
Of ſhady Arbours ſhunn'd the ſultry Heat, 
Two wanton Letchers to her Garden came, 
And, ruſhing furious, ſew''d the trembling Dame, 
What Female Strength could do, her Arms perform, 
And guarded well the Fort they ſtrove to ſtorm, 
The Story's antient, and (if rightly told) 
Young was the Lady, but the Lovers Od. 
Hlad the Reverſe been true | had Authors ſung, 
How that the Dame was old, the Lovers Young! 
If ſhe had then the blooming Pair deny'd, | 
With tempting Youth and Vigour on their Side, 
Lord! how the Story would have ſhock'd my Creed! 
For that had been a Miracle indeed. ... 
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By Mr. POPE. 


HE modeft Stone, what few vain Marbles can, 
AE. May truly ſay, here lies an Hone/t Man: 
A Poet bleſt beyond a Paet's Fate, 
Whom Heav'n kept Sacred from the Proud and Great. 
| Foe to loud Praiſe, and Friend to. learned Eaſe, 


Content with Science in the Arms of Peace; 
* Calm!y 
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Calmly he look'd on either Life, and Here 

Saw nothing to regret, nor There to fear; 

From Nature's temp'rate Feaſt roſe ſatisfy'd, 

Thank'd Heav'n that he had Liv'd, and that he Dy d. 
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Tranſlations of the following Verſes from 


LUCAN 


Viarix Cauſa Diis placuit, ſed Vida Catont. 
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. DRYDEN. 


Eaven, manely With the Conqueror did comply, 
1 But Cato, rather than ſubmit, wou'd die. 
8 ROS COMO X. 
The Gads were pleas'd to chuſe the conquering Side, 
But Cato thought he conquer'd when he dy id. 


| | STERENAS - 
The Gods and Cato, did in this divide, 
They choſe the Conquering, he the conquer'd Side. 
Dr. LOCKHART. 2 © 

The Gods eſpous d and crown'd the Victor's Side, 
But for the Vanquiſh'd Cate fought and dy'd. 

d , 
The Partial Gods, eſpous'd the Victor's Side, 
But juſter Cata for the Vanquiſhd dy d. 

3 Me. ROWE. - 

juſtly to name the better Cauſe were hard, 
While greateſt Names for either Side declar'd, 
Victorious CæsAR, by the Gods was crown'd, 
the Vanquiſh'd Party was by Cato own d. 


GR 


Pure, and unſully'd, winding thro' the Shade, 


= 


6 PoE us. 


The FPR 


Written in the Chioſe at Pera, overlooking 2 
| nople, Dec. 26, 1717. 
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5 Lady Mary Whortle Montagae 
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IVE me, great God, ſaid I, a little Farm, 
In Summer ſhady, and in. Winter warm : 
Where a clear Spring gives Birth unto a Brook ; 
By Nature g. liding down a moſſy Rock; 
Not artfully in Leaden Pipes convey'd, 
Or great falling in a forcd Caſcade, 


All bounteous Heav'n has added to my Pray'r, 
A. ſofter Climate, and a purer Air, 
Our frozen Ile || now chilling Winter binds ; 
Deform'd by Rains, and rough with bluſtering Winds. 
Ibe wither'd Woods grown white with hoary Proſt, 
By driving Storms their verdant beauty loſt. 
The trembling Birds their leafleſs Covers ſhun ; 
And ſeek in diſtant Chmes a warmer San : 
The, Water-Nymphs: their filenc'd Urns deplore; 
Ev'n Thames. benamm'd, a River now no more. 
The barren Meadows give no more Delight; 
By glifs'ning- Snow made painſul to the Sight. 

Here Summer reigns with one eternal Smile; 

Succeeding Harveſt bleſs the happy Soil: 
Fair fertile Fields, to which indulgent Heav'n 
Has ev'ry Charm of ev'ry Seaſon given: 
No killing Cold deforms the beauteous Year; | 
The ſpringing Flowers no coming Winter fear ; 5: 
But, as the Parent-Roſe decays and dies, 
The Infant-Buds with brighter Colours riſe ; 
Each with freſh Sweets the Mother-Scent lupplies; "I 
Near them the Violet glows,” with Odours bleſt, 
And blooms; in more than Tyr:an-Purple dreſt: 
The rich Jonquils the Golden Gleam diſplay, 
And ſhine in Glories emulating Day : 
England. 5 
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Their cheareful Groves, their living Leaves retain ; : 


The Streams ſtill murmur, undefil'd by Rain, 
And growing Greens adorn the fruitful Plain : 
The warbling Birds uninterrupted ſing; 
Warm with Enjoyment of perpetual Spring: 
Here from my Window, I at once ſurvey 
The crowded City, and reſounding Sea : 
In diſtant Views ſee Aan Mountains riſe, 
And loſe their ſnowy Summits in the Skies : 
Above theſe Mountains high O/ympas tow'rs, _ 
The Parliamental Seat of Heav'nly Powers. 
New to the Sight, my raviſt'd Eyes admire | 
Each gilded Creſcent, and each antique Spire; 
The Marble Moſques, beneath whoſe ample Domes 
Fierce warlike Sultans fleep in peaceful Tombs : _ 
Thoſe lofty Structures, once the Chriſtian Boaſt, 
Their Names, their Beauties, and their Hanours folt 
Thoſe Altars bright, with Gold, with Sculpture grac'd, 
By barb'rous Zeal of Savage Foes defac'd : 
Sophia alone her ancient Sound retain, 
Tho” unbelieving Vows her Shrine profane; 
Where holy Saints have dy'd in ſacred Cells, > WA 
Where Monarchs pray'd, the frantick Derwiſe dwells; es 
- How art thou fall'n, imperial City, low? | 
Where are thy Hopes of Roman Glory now ? 
Where are thy Palaces by Prelates rais'd? 
Where Prieſtly Pomp in Purple Luſtre blaz'd ? 
Where Grecian Artiſts all the Skill diſplay'd ? 
Before the happy Sciences decay'd : "4 
Zo vaſt, that youthful Knight might there rendg: - I 
30 ſplendid, might content a Patiarch's Pride: 
Convents, were Emperors profeſs'd of old, 
The labour'd Pillars that their Triumphs told: 
Vain Monuments of Men, that once were Giese 
Junk undiſtinguiſh'd in one common Fate: 
One little Spot the ſmall Receſs 3 - 
Of. Greek Nobility, the Poor remai 
Whoſe Modern Helens ſhew ſuch pow ful Charms, 
As once engag d, the warring World in Arms: Lale | 
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Thoſe Names, which Royal Anceſtry can boaſt, 
In mean mechanick Arts obſcurely loſt: 
Thefe Eyes a ſecond Homer might inſpire; 
Fix'd at the Loom, deſtroy their uſeleſs Fire. 
Griev'd at a View which ſtrikes upon my Mind, 
The ſhort-hv'd Vanity of Human Kind. | 
In gandy. Objects J indulge my. Sight. 
And turn, where Eaffern Pomp give, Day Delight, 
See the vaſt Train in various Habits dreſt ;. : 


By the bright Scymitar, and ſable Veſt, 
The Viziet proud, diſtinggaſld from the Reſt. 
Six Slaves, in gay Attire, his Bridle hold; 
His Bridle rich with Gems, his Stirups Gold : 
His ſnowy Steed adorn'd with laviſh Pride, 
Whole Troops of Soldiers mounted by his Side: 
Theſo toſs the plumy Creſt, Arabian Courſers guide: 
With awful Duty, all decline their Eyes; 
No bellowing Shouts of noiſy Clouds Ariſe; 
Silence in ſolemn State, the March attends, 
Till at the dread Diwan, the ſlow Proceſſion ends. 
Yet not thee, Proſpects all profuſely Gay; 
The gylded Navy that adorns the Sea; 5 
The riſing City, in Confuſion fair, |: 
Magnificently form'd.Irregular, | F 
Where Woods and-Palaces at once ſurprize; 8 3 
Gardens on Gardens, Domes on Domes ariſe, 
And endleſs, Beauties tire the wand' ring Eyes: ) 
So ſooth my Wiſhes, or ſo charm my Mind, | 
At this Retreat, ſecure from Human Kind: 5 
No Knave's ſucceſsful Craft does Spleen excite, : 
No Coxcomb's taudry ſplendor ſhocks my Sight: 
No Mob-Alarms awake my Female Fear : 
No Praiſe my Mind, no Envy hurts my Ear: 
Eu'n Fame itſelf can hardly reach me here. 
bl Impertinence, with all her tattling Train, 

Fair ſounding Flattery's delicious Bane: 
Cenſorious Folly, noiſy Party-rage, d 
The Thouſands Tongues with which ſhe muſt engage, 

| wo dares have Vertue in a Vicious Age! Horace) 
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| Juſtum Sf tendcem „ wirum. &c.. 
HE Man that's reſolute and jvſt 


Firm to his Principles and 'Fruſt,. 
Nor Hopes, nor Fears can blind , 


0 No Paſſions his Deſigns controul, 


Not Love, the Tyrant of the Soul, 
Can ſhake his ſteady Mind, Po 
Not Parties for Revenge engag'd, 
Not Threat'nings of a Court enrag'd, . 
Nor Storms where #leets. deſpair : 
Not Thunder pointed at his: Head; 
The ſhatter'd World may ſtrike him dead, 
Not touch his Soul with Lear. 
From this the Grecian Glory roſe; 
By this the Romans aw'd their Foes: 
| Of this their Poets ſing : 
Theſe were the Paths their Heroes. trod 13 
Theſe Acts made Hercules a God, 
And great Naſſau a: King. 
Firm on the rolling- Deck he: flood, 
Unmov'd, beheld the breaking Flood, 
Wich black'ning Storms combin'd : 
Virtue, he .cry'd, will force his Way: 
The Wind may, for a While, delay, 
Nor alter our Deſigg. 
The Men whom ſelfiſh Hopes inflame, , 


W Or Vanity allures to Fame, 


May be to Fears betray d: 
But here, a Church tor Succour flies, - 
Inſulting Law expiring lies, 


And loudly calls for Aid. | Yes 


Yes, Britons, yes, with ardent Zeal 
I come the wounded Heart to hea}, 
The wounded Hand to bind: 
See! Tools of arbitray Sway, 
And Prieſts, like 1 ſcout away 
Before the tern Wind. 
Law ſhall again her Force reſume, 
Religion clear'd from Clouds of Rome, 
| With brighter Rays advance: 
The Britiſb Fleet ſhall rule the Deep, 
The Britiqb Yeuth, as rous'd from Sleep. 
Strike Terror into France. 
Nor ſhall theſe Promiſes of Fate, 
Be limited to my ſhort Date, 
When I from Cares withdraw; 
Still ſhall the Britiſb Scepter ſtand, 
Shall flouriſh in a Female Hand, 
And to Mankind give Law. 
She ſhall domeſtick Foes unite; , 
Monarchs beneath her Flags ſhall fight, 
Whole Armies drag her Chain : 
She ſhall loſt /a/y-reſtore, 
Shall make th' "try Eagle ſoar, 
And give a King to Spa.. 

But know theſe Promiſes are giveu, 
Theſe great Rewards, imperial Heaven 
Does on theſe Terms decree; 

That, ſtrictly puniſhing Mens Faults, 
You let their Conſciences and Thoughts 
Reft abjelutely free, 
Let no falſe Politcks confine 
In narrow Bounds your vaſt Defign, 
To make Mankind unite: ; 
Nor think it a ſufficient Cauſe, 
To puniſh Men by Penal Laws 
For not Believing right. 
Rome, whoſe blind: Zeal deftroys Mankind ; 
Rome s Sons ſhall. your Compuilion ind, 
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Who ne'er Compaſſion knew: 
By nobler Actions theirs condemn; 
For what has been reproach'd i in them, 
Can ne'er be prais'd in you. | 
Theſe Subject ſuit not with the Lyre ; 
Muſe to what Height dof thou aſpire, 
Pretending to rehearſe | 
The Thoughts of God, and Godlike Kings? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe to leſſen lofty Things, - 
By mean ignoble Verſe. | 
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Horace. Book IV. Ode V. Ini tated. 


Addreſſed to His Grace the 2 of” Marlborough 
inſtead of Auguſtus. 


To whom it is dedicatedin the Original. 


> 


Diwis orte bonis, optime Romule 
Cuſtos Gentis, &c. ; 
Born ! when Heav' ns propitious deign'd to ſmile, 
Thou beſt and braveſt Champion of our Iſle! 
Joo long haſt thou been abſent from our Sight, 
Too long unhappy Britons, mourn 
Thy ſlow Return; 5 
And Senates wait to do 72 conqu'ring Gen ral Right. 
Return, brave prinee, thoſe radiant Beams reſtore, 
That grac'd thy Country, when thou grac'd its Shore; 
For like the Springs, when thy bright AſpeQ's . 
It on the People darts its Rays, 
And introduces Sun- ſhine Days, | 
And all the Land does ſmile, and all the Sky's ſerene. 
„5 
As a fond Mother for her Son complains, i 
Whom the South-Wind on F oreign Coaſts detains, 
| Beyond 
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Beyond his wanted and his promis'd Time, 

From his dear Home, and her more dear Embrace, 

And will not from the Shore avert her Face! 

* But upwards ſends her Vows and Pray „ 
Expenſive of her briny Tears, 

In Hopes to ſee him reach his native Clime. 

Thus urg'd by faithful Wiſhes and Deſires, 


Britain from Germany her 5 requires. 
1 


Safe by thy Preſence Oxen plow the F ields; 
And Ceres with Increaſe her Bleflings yields ; 
As every Projet to our with ſucceeds, 
While by thy Influence at Land, and Sea 
From Gallia's Naval Threats is free, 
And Virtue grows in F 3 from thy virtuous Deeds. 
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. To thee, and to thy chaſte Examples due, 

Dos Peer frequents the long neglected Stew, 
pe That Parents by their Childrens Looks are known, 

1 | | That Laws are put in Force, 

1 Y | And Puniſhments come on of Coarſe, 

1 When obſtinate offenders will theſe Laws diſo wn. 5 


8 - "bes 
Wo fears the French," or who the grumbling Sco# ? * 
Or the dark Miſchiefs falſe Bnvarians Plot? 
Who values the Hungarian or the Sevede ? * 
If Marl6'rough's free from Harms, 

. | The World againſt us is in vain in Arms, 
And in his Health alone Britain's from ons freed, 
ws VII. 
| Be thou but ſafe, we'll ſpend our Days, 
And undiſturb'd will Plants and Flower. raiſe ; | 
Will lop the Sycamore, and prune the Vine, — 
. And-to our own Freeholds will come, 
Mindful-of him that gifts us with a Home, 
And toaſt our , s Health by which we dine. 

= * 1 
Io thee our Viſhes and, our Cups go round, 

Win many Vows, and many Bumpers crown'd, While 
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Miſcellaneous Po R MS. 137 
While we to Royal Auna's join thy Name, : 8 
With the ſame Rev'rence to thy Praiſe, 
As: Greece antient Days, | 
Shew'd to their Caſtor 5 1 Alcides's deathleſs F ame, 
| X. Fx 
0 matchleſs Prince ! for ſo the Muſe n 
Return, and lengthen our Thankſgiving Feaſts; 
Extend them to an endleſs, Round of Vears, 
| Or make one- Holiday of 'Time, 
„Till thou celeſcial Regions climb, 
And leave us all diſconſolate in Tears, by, 
Theſe are our Day-break Wiſhes, when arhitſt we 9 
And theſe our Sun-fet Vows, when we full Bumpers take, 
Tibi jumme Rheni Domiter, Parens W / | 
Pa ace Princeps, n ape urbes Mart 3; 9. ” 
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3 paſſe Genialia ah Aeris, 

Vi irgineam intatte Zouam eiſcingite Spore, | 
 Tutrepideſque affiate animos, jam nuda Marit: 
 Memite IRE fervent intrare Pulzftrams 1 £ 
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DISCOVERY, 


0 G Room I. ( unſaſpeRted ) ſtole, 5 . | 
Unſeen by her, I crept into a Hole 
Where 1 could view the ſpacious Room all round, 8 
n the N. * and not 5 her 2 found. IP 
| „  Wheſ 
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138 The Cabinet ef Love. 
When firſt I wt on the Bed ſhe lay, 


Her Face half out, like Sol at Break of Day; 
And now, like him, ſhe thinks it Time to riſe ; 3 
As he unclouds, ſo ſhe unveils her Eyes; 
Then by Degrees, ſhe rais'd herſelf upright, 


Phebus himſelf ne er yet :appear'd ſo bright; 
So clear ſhe ſeem d, did not her ſable Hair 
Eclipſe her Eyes, there'd be no looking there. 


She naked ſtood, while I with Joy adore - 
The fineſt Shape leer had ſeen before; 
Her little, pretty, panting Bubbies were 
As White as Snow, end as the Chryſtal clear. 


I ſomething ſaw, which was butthinly hair'd, 
It not too buſhy, nor too bald appear d; 


Tbe Charms of which, III from the Reader hide, 
For t'was more lovely than I can deſcribe. 
The Sight of which ſet all my Blood on Fire, 

EE Made foam with over- much Deſir, 


And ſwellin ſhew'd he wanted to be nigher. 

Oh ! there I thought I could! for ever dwell, 
Partaking Bliſs beyond what Tongue can tell; 

The Sight would nouriſi m ten thouſand: Vea F 
Give ſolid Joys, which are unmix d with Fears. 


I bleſsd my Eyes, and would not c my Seat 


For all the Pompous Riches of the Great. 

She turn'd her round, than fate upon the Bed ; 
Her Lilly Hands · pull'd ope her Maidenhead. 
She ſtrove to view what I more plain could ſee, 
Which rais d my Paſſion to an Ecſtaſy, 
Tze Sight alone ſoon made me ſhed my 
And fpill that — of which ſhe ſtood in N ged. 


Then from the Table ſhe her Garment took, 


Where in her Poeket was a Bawdy Book; 

Which ſhe remoy'd, and thence drew out a Tool, 
Much like to that with which Men Women rule; 3 
She it apply d where Pm aſham'd to tell, | 
And afted what I could have done as welt! 


Soon 


JW 


Then with the Sheet, rubs her Tu quogue dry, 


And paſs. a; Home My humble, eee Naas! 


The Cabinet of Lov RE 139 
Soon from her Womb a ſlimy Matter ſprung ; 
Poor - ſtarts, and thinks ke ſuffers wrong 
Andin Revenge, he now again lets fly, | 
And ſpewing, fell down in an Agony. | 

With Tranſport he ſome little Time lay dead; 


But ſoon reviving, rais'd his Coral Head. 
She now leaves. off, and lays the D-— by; | 4 


And whipes the Me off her ſnowy Thigh. 
Thus ſhe prepar'd to put her Veſtments on, 


Which ſhade her Body, as a Cloud the Sun. 


Some with fine Cloaths do make themſelves more bri due. 
But ſhe ſhines faireſt in her natu'al. Light. | 
And needs no Colour to ſet off her Mein, J 
Who is all lovely, and of Beauty Queen. | 
As ſoon as dreſt the from the * went , = | 
And left me ſighing in my Tenement : 

I then crept out, and tothe Bed I ran, ; 
And kiſs'd the Pillow that her Cheeks: lay. on 3 2 
found the D=—, which I brought away yr, 
Whilſt it was warm with the fore mention d Play; 

And was reſolv'd that he no more would prove 'Þ 
Poor Rival, who can only move TEE 7 .. 
The Luft of Ladies, and not lay their Love. 

Tis I, ſaid , that muſt quench the Fire; 

The moſt you do, ſerves but to raiſe Deſire 
Thou lifeles, ſapſleſs, frozen, ſtubborn Tool, | 
Doſt think thou can'ſt the Hearts of Women rule? 

No one that ever knew the Worth of me, , 
Will after take up with unjuicy the. 

Thus he inſults this ta'en Priſoner, a 
Like ſome ambitious Emperor, 

Who has juſt ended a ſucceſsful War. 5 

T thought it now was time to quit the Reom, - 
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No Stink. can his great Courage quell; 
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2 ned by Buri ning a Hoghead of thoſe 9 
medities at Stocks-Market, in the Year 1672. 
pur, ſnant te an A of Parliament made fer * 
prebibiting of F rench Goods. | 


\ U CH a ad Tale prepare to hear, 
10 As claims from either Sex à Tear. 
Twelve Dildbes meant for the Support 
Of aged Lechers of the Court, | 
Were lately burnt by impious Hand 
Of trading Raſcals of the Land, 

Who envying their curious Frame, 


Expos d theſe Priaps to the Flame. | 
Oh! barbarous Times! when Deities 

Are made themſelves a Sacrifice ! 5 
Some were compòs'd of. ſhining Horns, | 


More precious than the Unicon's. 


Some were of Wax, where ev'ry Vein, 


And ſmalleſt Fibre, were made plain. 
Some were for tender Virgins fit, © 
Some for the large ſalacious Slit 

Of a rank Lady, tha? ſo -torn, . 

She hardly feels when Cirild is born. 


Dilds has Noſe, but cannot ſmell, 
At 


The Cabinet of Lo v. 


At Sight of Plaiſter he'll ne'er fail, 

Nor faintly aſk you what you ail; 

Women muſt have both Youth and Beauty, 
E're , damn'd Rogue, will do his Duty,; 
And then ſometimes he will not ſtand too, 
Whate'er Gallant or Miſtreſs can do. 


But I too long have left my Heroes, 
Who fell into worſe Hands than Nero's; 
Twelve of them ſhut up in a Box, 
Martyrs as true as are in Fox, 
Were ſeiz'd upon as Goods forbiden, 
Deep, under lawful Traffick, hidden; 
When Council grave, of deepeſt Beard, 
Were call'd for, out of City-Herd. 

But ſee the Fate of cruel Treachery, 
Thoſe Goats in Head, but not in Lechery, 
Forgetting each his Wife and Daughter, 
Condemn d theſe Dildoes to the Slaughter. 
Cuckolds with Rage were blinded ſo, 
They did not their Preſervers know. 

One leſs fanatick than the reſt, 

Stood up, and thus himſelf. addreſs'd : 


Theſe Dilabes may do Harm, I know ; 
But pray what is it may not ſo? - 
Plenty has often made Men proud, 
And above Law advanc'd the Crowd : 
= Religion's Self has ruin'd Nations, 
= And cauſed vaſt Depopulations; 
| Yet no wiſe People e er refus'd it, 


Cauſe Knayes and Fools ſometimes abus'd it, 


Are you afraid, leſt merry Griggs 

Will wear falſe like Perriwigs; 

And being but to ſmall ones born, 

Will great ones have of Wax and Horn. 
Since even that promotes our Gain, 
Methinks unjuſtly we complain, 
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142 The Cabinet of Lov. 


If Ladies rather chuſe to handle 

Our Wax in Dildo than in Candle, . 

Much Good may't do em, ſo they pay for't, 

And that the Merchant never ſtay for't: 

For, Neighbours, is't not all one whether 

In——or Shoes they wear our Leather? 

Whether of Horn they make a Comb, 

Or Inſtrument to chaſe the Vomb, 

Like you, I Monſieur Dz/ave hate; 

But the Invention let's tranſlate. 

You treat em may like Tarks and Jeaus, | 55 

But I'll have two for my own Uſe. 85 1 

Priapus was a Roman Deity, 22 2 5 
* 
k 


And much has been the World's Variety ; : 
Lam reſolv'd I'll none -provoke, 
Fram th' humble Garlick to the Oak. - 
He paus'd, another ftrait Rept in, 
With limber——, and griſly Chin, 5 
And thus did his Harangue begin. 2 


For Soldiers, maim'd by Chance of War, 
We artificial Limbs prepare: 975 
Why then ſnould we bear ſo much Spite 
'To Lechers-maim'd in-am'rous Fight ? 
That what the French ſend for Relief, 


By Dildoe, Monſieur ſure intends 
For his French Pox to make amends ; 
Dildee, without the leaſt Diſgrace. 
May well ſupply the Lover's Place, | 
And make our-elder Girls ne'er care for't, 
Thought't were the Fortune to dance-bare-foot., 
Lechers, whom Clap or Drink diſable, 
Might here have Dilabes to their Navel. 
Did not a Lady of great Honour 
Marry a Footman waiting on her ; 
When one of theſe timely apply / 
* Had eas'd her Luft, and ſavd her Pride, 


Safely 


The Cabinet of Love. 
"Safely her Ladyſhip might have ſpent, 
While ſuch Gallants in Pocket went. 
Honour itſelf might uſe the Trade, 
While goes in Maſquerade. 
Which of us able to prevent 1s 
His Girl from lying with his Prentice, 
Unleſs we other Means provide 

For Nature to be fſatisfy'd ? 

And what more proper than this Engine, 
Which would out-do em, ſhould three Men Join. 

therefore hold it very fooliſn, 

Things ſo convenient to aboliſh; 

Which ſhould we burn, Men juſtly may - 

To that one Act the Ruin lay 

Of all that throw themſelves away. 


rr e 


1 . 
A 
N by N 
« _ * 


At this, all Parents Hearts began 

To melt apace, and not a Man 
In all the Aſſembly, but found 

| Theſe Reaſons ſolid were and ſound. | 
Poor Widows then with Voices ſhrill,  _, 
And ſhouts of Joy the Hall did fill; 
= For wicked P-—have no Mind to her, 
ho has no Money, nor no feinen. | 


The one in Haſte broke tkhro' the Throng, 
And cry'd, aloud, are we among, 
= Heathens or Devils, to let ſeape us 
The Image of the God Priapns ? + 9 3 
Green: ſickneſs Girls will ſtrait adore him 
= And wicked fall down before him: LE 
| From him each ſuperſtitious Huſſy 
Will Temples make of T MDs 
| idolatry will fill the Land, 
| And all true——forget to Hand. 
| Curſt be the Wretch, who found theſe Arts 
Of loſing us the Womens Hearts; 


For 
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For will they not henceforth refuſe one, 
When they have all that they had Uſe on? 
Or tow ſhall 1 make one to pity me, 
Who enjoys Man in his Epitome? 

Beſides what greater Deviation 
From ſacred Rights of Propagation, 

Than turning th Action of the Pool 

Whence we all come, to Ridicule ? 


With brazen Road, for Courſer made, 
In my Mind did not half fo ill do, 
As 2 that found this wicked Dildo. 1 a 
Then let's with common Indig nation 
No cauſe a ſudden Conflagation” * 
Of all the Inſtruments of Lewaneſs ; 
Aud, Ladies, take it not for Rudeneſs : 
For never was fo baſe a Treachery 
Contriv'd. by Mortals againfl Lechery. 
Men would kind Husbands ſeem, and able, 
With feigned Luſt, and borrow'd Bawble. 
Lovers themſelves would dreſs their Paſſion 
In this fantaſtick new French Faſhion ; - 
And with falſe-Heart and Member too, 
Rich Widows for Convenience wooe. 
But the wiſe City will take Care, 
That Men ſhall vend no ſuch falſe Ware. 


See now th' unſtable vulgar Mind 
Shook like a Leaf with ev'ry Wind; 

No ſooner had he ſpoke, but all 

Wich a great Rage for Faggots call: 

The Reaſons which before ſeem'd good, - | 
Were now no longer underſtood. 
This laſt Speech had the fatal Power 
To bring the Dildoes lateſt Hour. 


* 


The Man that would have Thunder Ev "= 


Priaput 


mT 
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Priapue thus, in Box oppreſl, 
Burnt, like a Phanix in her Neſt; + 
But this fatal Diff rence dies. 75 
No Dildoes from his Aſhes rife: 0 
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Hen Nature. once; like Nie, the=——0o'erflows, 
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Octavia now began, Juſt in her Prime, 
To ſtain her Linnen with a Monthly Slime. 
Juſt at Sixteen her Breaſts began to heave, 
And into Snow-white Semi- Gloves to cleave. 
On Yenus Mount the Hair a Coy'ring made, 
To hide Love's Altar with an envious Shade. 
| Grown ripe, her itching Fancy Pleaſure feigns, 
Vet ſcarce knows what the Titulation means. 
All Night ſhe thinks on Man, both toils and ſweats, 
And dreaming, and upon the Sheets 
But never knew the more ſubſtantial Bliſs, 


And ſcarce e er touch d a Mar, but by a Ki.” > 


Her Virgin——ne'er knew- the. Joys of Love, 
Beyond what D-—, or her Finger gave. 

Yet fain would ſhe. this private Secret nos. 
From whence and how the mutual Pleaſures flow 
To Man and Wife. Then from her Bed ſhe roſe, 
To Tullia went, and bes er to diſcloſe 


* nd # - 
: l ** 6 
*_ 

> 
.- 

as [5 

=, 

» % 1 


| ng a 


x 
4 2 vi fins — 8 — . 8 


The 


z 
> 
- 
o 


* 4 
ks . * Lo 1 - * ; * G 
* 5 by 7 : 4 * L 2 i $ 

. * 1 2 — 1 = 8 . . * 
r — 2 3 "TTY WY" EE TE EP EIN * 
; * : ; 
' - „ 5 24 4 
„ 22 

” : * 

- 


be... 


The clammy Womb, like: Egypt, fruitful grows; 
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5 That make the larg' 
| Which narrow 
Az =; lia conſents, and thus the Tale began. 
| When I came 
Zas'd of that hateful Thing à Maidenhiead ;. 
Having juſt taſted Man, juſt 
Findling tic Pleaſure ſo ſublime, I cry'd, 
And faid, How long have 1 ſupinely laid, 
And: dreamt, and langui 
Till this Taft bliſsful Night, I've liv'd i 2 vain, 
And ne er enjoy d that Godlike Creature, M an. 
Had I but known the Blifs, or had I gu » 
At the Delights with which I'm now poſſeſs d. 
I had not ftaid for Marriage, that State- Trick, 
But loſt my Reputation for a——. 
Let not what I relate. diſcourage you, 3 
And all that happen 'd, you ſhall truly know. 
Callus the Bridegroom, and myſelf 900 Bade, 
Dreſs'd and adorn'd in all the wanton Pride 
That Art invents, Vouth's Beauty to improve, 
And adds freſh Fire to our impatient Love, 
Were forcd, altho' unwilling, to diſpenſe 
With Kiſſing, and much more e 5 
But when our Friends and Wedding -· Gueſts were gone, C 
And in the Scene of Love. we left alone, _ £ 
Naked I lay, clafp'd'in my Ca/lus's Arms, ._ Sigg | 
Dreading, yet longin 
Two burning Tapers 


Tal. 
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Virgi 
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The Grief ſhe ſuffer d on her Bridal Night; | 
The Charms, the Raptures, and the ſoft Delight, 
er Amends for all the Pain 

ins do ſuſtain. 


eſsd 


24 


. 


" 


mid in 2 lonely Bed? 4 


for his ſweetnin by ad 2 
pread around their Light, 
And chas'd away the Darkneſs 'of the Night, 
When Callus from my panting Boſom flew, ö 
And with him from the Bed, the Bed-Cloaths drew. 
I to conceal my naked Body try d, F 
he wiſh'd to ſee, I ſtrove to Ride, 
But hat 1 held, with Force he pull'd away, 
* Till mans as a new born ST Up, 
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from Ae Bides Bed, % 7 
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I bluſh'd, but yet my Thoughts were pleas 1 to d 9 
Myſelf ſo laid, and lm I lov'd, ſo kind. „ 
Struggling I lay, expoſed to his Eyes; ; "I 
He view'd my Breaſt, my Belly, and my a 
And ev'ry Part that there adjacent hes. 8 1 
No Part or Limb, his eager Eyes eſcap'd; 
Nay my plump B—ks too he ſaw and dap. "9 

e ally? d thus, thus rais'd the luſtful Fire, 


il Modeſty was vanquiſh'd by Deſire. «1 10 8 Dy 
1 then look d up, which yet T had not 3 5 
And ſaw his Body naked as my o wounn  . —: 
Lſaw his . with active Vigour ſtrong BY = 
Tick as my Arm, and, Faith, almoſt as . 1 


Of cruel, Smart knew I ſhould not fail, 
Becauſe his fe large, my ſo ſmall. 5 
He ſoon perceiv'd my Bluſhing and Surpriſe, © 15 ies Kor ig 51 
| And ſtrait my Hand unto his —— did ſaize 3... i 
| Which bigger grew, and did more ſtiffly ſtand, © 

= Feeling the Warmth of my enliv'ning Hand. 

Thus far I've told you of the pleaſing Sight; | 
= You know that . our darling Favourite. TA Rl 
= Tt is defin'd, a hollow boneleſs Part nth: ERS 7% 3 
Of better Uſe, and hobler than the Heart; a 
With Mouth, but without Eyes; it has a b. eb 
| Soft as the Lips, and as the 25 V 
The — hang dangling in their hairy e 33 
| From whence proceed the Spring of tickling Floods. . 

Good ſhould be both thick as well as Wm PRO 
Your F DR are a Size to mall. e gl — 
At firſt they're .d Vin our contain'd z. 7 6 
For Maidenhieads are by niuch Labour. gain'd; | 1 
But Men, well furniſh'd with ſtout „Are wont 
Te force their Paſſage thro a bleeding 855 
Man's u ene d, -a bated Monſter made, fp a2 

When - ſhort, and can't for F e 0 

Women a not the Man, but —— wed ; Cs Ong 

For Marriage Joyra are” center'd inthe Bed. 8 
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| But he with moving Arguments, Freya 4: 
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Now Callus ſtrok'd and kiſs'd my Milk-white Breaſt ; 


He fell, and ſaw the Beauties of the reſt ; 
Stroking my Belly down, he did deſcend 
To.the Io v A Place where all his Joys muſt end. 
He ſeiz d my ——, and gently pull'd the Hair; 
At that I trembled ; there began my Fear. 
My ſoft and yielding Thighs he open forc'd ; 
Andquiteinto my —— his Finger thruft ; 


With which he grop'd, and ſcarch'd my — all round, 


And of a Maid the certain Tokens found. 


Then wide as could be ftretch'd, Ay no he ſpread, | 


Under my B——ks too a Pillow 
And told me then the faireſt Mark was made. 


Then proſtrate threw himſelf upon my Breaſt, 


That groan'd, with ſuch unuſual Weight oppreſt. 
My — plump Lips his Finger drew aſide, 

And then to enter, but in vain he try d: 

His Body nimbly up and down he mov'd, 

Againit my —— his ſtiff T—— ſtood. 

Sharp was the Pain I ſuffer'd, yet I bore't, 
Reſolving not to interrupt the Sport; 

When ſuddenly I felt the trickling —— 
O'erflow my ——, my Belly, A the Bed. 

I ſaw his —, when 155 from me roſe, 
Eimber and weak, han n his ſnotty Noſe; 
For when they ——, ag x iffneſs then they loſe. 
But ſoon my Ca//us fix'd his Launce upright, 
Rais'd by my Hand, again prepar d to fight; 


Tho' then within my —— he could not ——,_ 


Oft times he ſwore the Error he would mend, 


And the warm Juice thro* ev'ry Paſſage ſend. 


About my I felt a burning Pain, 
Vet long d with more Succeſs to try again. 
Callus once more ne mounted, to begin, 
Gave me his —, and begg'd I'd put it in. 5 17 
At firſt againſt fuch Impudence I rail'd; 


Jin . 


His 
That would have made a—, had there been none before. 

When half was in, and but one half remain S.. 85 a 

3 * h'd aloud, and of the Smart complain 4 2 3 


e 
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He kiſs'd and pray'd and would not be deny'd, 5 


And ſaid —— blind, and needs muſt have a Guide. 


Where theres no Path, no Track, he runs aftray ; - 
But in a beaten Road can find his Way. o 
J put it in, and made the Paſlage ſtretch, 

Whilſt he puſh'd on, tenlarge the narrow Breach,. 

= bore forward with ſuch Strength and. Pow ro 


e puſh'd on, the Pain I ſharper: found, 


And drew his Weapon from my bleeding Wd. 


Callus is'vex'd to loſe his half-won Prize, 
And ſpews his juicy upon my Thighs. - 


'My Hand upon my mangled —— aid, "I 


To feel the monſtrous Wound his had made, > 
And found my Blood had all beſmear d the Bed. 4 
Too late 1 did repent my curſed Fate. 


And thus exclaim'd againſt a marry d State. BESS 


Are thele the tempting Joys to wedlock yoin'd N 
Are theſe the Joys that damn half Woman-kind.? - 
Will the God Hymen nothing elle ſuffice, | 
But bleeding Virgins for a Sacrifice? 

Men reap the Pleafure, Women all the Pain; ; 
Our Grief's their Sport, they laugh when we complains 
But that a Huſband now muſt be obey d. 


T'd always —— myſelf, and die a Maid. 


But Callus laugh'd, and at my Sorrow imi'd, 
And with a Kiſs would fain be reconcil d; 


| My deareſt Duck, my charming Fair, he ery d, 


( Whill Jin Sighs and Groans alone reply d.) 

Call. ] Doſt like a Child, for trivial Smart repine? Þ 
In Time our Bodies we with Eaſe ſhall join; i 
Then muſt I drudge, while all the Plealure s thine, 
Virgins can ne'er reap Wounds in Yenzs's Wars, 


But the Blood flows from honourable Scars. 


Like the I ſuffer, and like thee I bleed; 


Vie my fore —— his tender wounded Head. 


FE 3: & When, 
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33 When, Tullia, this prolific Seed you ſpill'd, 

4 An Infant, e er begot or born, you kill d. 

[| Had half this within your been laid, 
af would thee a Mother, me a Father made. 
1 Wipe off thoſe Tears, and as a Wife cowply ; 
ny We'll — again, and a new Method try. 

= Tx//.3 I knew my Folly juſtly was reprov'd, 
1 And biuſh'd, but yet my kind reprover lov'd, 
I )ben ſubmifive did for Pardon look, 


And hugg d him to my Boſom as I ſpoke. 
Forgive the Weakneſs of a tender Maid, 
Aid ſtill what you Command ſhall be obey'd. 
what Faults my Ignorance cammits, forgive, 
Ard I'll no mere gainſt your Endeavours ſtrive. 
My nice affected Medeſty's ſubdu'd ; 
And what you bid, Fl! do, tho' ne'er fo lewd : 
Still will 1 be conſenting to thy Will, 
And now get up, mi Love, and take your Fill ; 
If you will try oc more, I will comply, 
Tho' I to — da Martyr die. 
When with a ſporting Fondneſs this I ſaid, 
My Hand upon his I boldly laid. | 
Callas reply d; Tudia, my Soul, my Life! 
How dull, how ignorant's a maiden Wiſe ? 
Should I return thee to thy Mother's Arms, 
E'er fully Pre erjoy'dthy Virgin Charms, 
She'd call me Bungler, if there's nothing done, 
And think me moit unſit to be her San. x 
Pleaſure, when got with Pain, augments our Joys; 
But when its got with Eaſe, too foon it cloys, 5 
Thy kind Afſfurance promiſes Succeſs, 
Which. ſhouid I not obtain, you'd love me leſs. 
Untimely Modeſty defſerveth Blame; . 
Then ſince thou art a Novice at the Game, 
Yield to my Wiſh, and do as I adviſe; 
Experiance in this has made me wiſe. _ 
Then from the Window he an Ointment brought, 
Which his too haſty Paſſ on nad forgot, 3 
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Up to the Hilt into my did ſlide, 


There's none fo ſweet as 


I did my Fears and raſh Repentance blame, 
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- His — finelt fweet with what was rabb'd upon . 


Aud ſeem'd as fitting for my Mouth as —— 


As ſoon as this was dane he made me riſe, e 
And place myſelf upon my Hands and "Thighs. © 


My Head down ſtooping on the Bed did li 
But my round B xs hfted were on high, * 
Juſt like a Cannon plac'd againſt the Sk 7. 15 


My bloody Smack he then turn d up behind, 
As if tome he had deſign'd: 


Then with his ſweet and ſlipp' ry — near, 
And vig'roufly he charg'd me in the Rear. 
His, as ſoon as to my——apply'd, 


was ſore ? 


He „ andaſk'd me if my 


Or his hurt me as it did before? 


I anſwer'd, No, my Dear; on, do not ceaſe ; 
But, oh! do thus, do thus as long as e'er you pleaſe. 
This Stroke did fully anſwer our Intent, = 
For at one Inſtant both together =—. —; 

Juſt as. we , I cry'd, I faint, I die, 
And fell down in a bliſckul Eeſtaſy. | 
Kind Callus then drew out his , and ſaid, 


There, pretty Fool, you've loſt your Maidenhead. 


Of all the Joys that to delight are wont, 


Each rapt rous Senſe is fo divinely dleſs d. 
As can't by wiſeſt Mortals be expreſs'd. 


And all my former Follies did di ſclaim: 

Tho' all my Body were one bleeding Wound, 
Yet ſtill the Pleaſure is too cheaply found, 

For ——and——1o mutually do love, 

They'll all Obſtructions to their Bliſs remove: 
(When Appetite provokes) the good old Cauſe, 
A is then our Liberty and Laws; 


Then if all down to Hell were hur ld, 
That luſcious darling Sin would damn the World. 
Now 
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So whilſt I figh'd, and my poor 
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Now Callas had his rampant Fury lid. 
And limber hung down his dangling Head, 
Since made a perſed? Woman, —apd I 


Arriv d at ſuch Familiarity. 


But languiſhing poor, — could do no more; 
Tho' not for want of Will, but want of Pow'r. 
But Callus ſwore, by all Love' s mighty Gods, 
He'd reinforce the Vigour of his —— 
Then with Confections and a willing Mir. d, 
Once more was to———inclin'd, 
I Callus then betwixt my Thighs receiv'd, 
And nimbly up and down my B-——ks heav'd, 
Callus obſerving well the gameſome Play, 
Wichin——- Lips his ſtanding did lay, 
Then with a luſty Thruſt ſpeẽwd 
A ſſiow r of, and all my Womb bedew'd ; 
I too let fly, and did ſo much abound 
In „ had, almoſt þ DOfmn— drown d. 
Weary with Toll, = ſpent, while Callus ſlept, 
I from the Bed into the Chamber ſtept, 
Hoping I ſhould not be by Callus maiis'd, 
I ſet the Piſs Pot to my and piſs d; 
But the ſalt Water, whilſt 'twas trickling down, 
Caus d a ſharp Pain J ne'er before had Known ; 
bewail'd, 
And gainſt the too large that made it, rail'd, 
Callus awak'd ; I bluſh'd, he laugh'd aloud, 


To ſee upon my Thighs ſuch Streams of Blood. 


So to conclude, Callus no Time did loſe, 

But me nine Times well before I roſe. 
Now, boldly put in Practice what you hear, 

And don't the Lofs of Reputation fear, 

Bot a good -——*fore all Things elſe prefer. 
'And ſince the wanton Tale das fals d deſire, 

G0. ourſelf, and quench the luſtſul Fire. 
Thus Tullia did her luſcious Story end, 

Ang With new Raptures fill her am'rous Friend. 
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T"allwage the raging of my Inf lul--—; 
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The. Fires which ſhe before had long conceal'd, 7 
Now. rag'd aloft, and would not be repell d. 5 
She curs d herfelf, that ſo much Time ſhe ad ſpent, 
And ne'er knew what delicious meant. 2 
'Tho' ſhe Was was to be marry d the next Day, 
She thought twas much too long for her to ſtay; 
And thus to Tullia uickly ſhe reply d, 

Have I, dull I, to ſixteen Years arriv'd,. 

And neter the Pleaſure known of being ? I: 
How many glorious Days have IL nal d by, 2 
And ne'er.yet taſted this eeſtatick Joy 7 | * 


Till now a perfect Ideot Ive liv'd, 


And ſeem as. from a Lethargy reviv'd. 

'Tis true, I've felt before, ſoft, gentle Fires, 

Pin'd with ſtrange Wiſhes, and unknown Defires. . 
Oft have I wonder'd why my Blood ſhould riſe, Þ 
My Spirits flaſh, and ſparkle in my Eyes, i 
When Man has only kiſs'd me by Surpriſe, . _ 
Something it fill'd me with, I can't relate, Fu 
And made me languiſn for IL know not what. 

But prithee, deareſt Tullia, now go pn, 


— 
. L ** 
* 
1 


2 


And finiſh what you have ſo well begun; 


Inſtruct me well in this myſterious Art, 
And hide not from me the minuteſt Part, 
Ide Tale you've told, has raiſed a furious Flame; 


Is there no Way you can its Fury tame? 


1 cannot till To-morrow, cannot ſtay; 
Contrive before, this Lechery to lay, * 
My Finger I don't like, for: that's a fooliſfi Way, = 
Tullza reply'd, my dear O#auia, you, | | 
That I can teach, ſhell ev'ry Secret know. 

Come this Way, I've a pretty Engine here, 

Which us'd to eaſe the Forments of the Fair; 

And next thoſe Joys which charming Mam can give, 
This beſt a Woman's Paſſion can relieve. 

This D tis, with which I oft was wont 


2 | 


H 3 
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For when ſwell, and glow with ſtrong Defire; 
= - *Tis only——can quench the luſtful Fire: 
And when that's wan —muſt ſupply, | 
The Place of upon Neceſlity. 
Then on your Back lie down upon the — 
And lift your Petticoats above your Head ; 3 261% 
I' ſhew you a new Piece of Lechery, 7, | 
For I'll the Man, you ſhall the Woman be. 5 be 
Your thintranſparent Smock, my dear, remove, 
That laſt bleſs:d Cover to the Scene of Love, 
What's this I ſee ! you fill me with Surpriſe, 
Your charming Beauties dazzle quite my Eyes! 
Gods what a Leg is here ! what lovely or; panic 
A Belly too, as poliſh'd Iv'ry White, 
And then a— would charm an Anchorite ! 
Oh! now I wiſh I-were a Man.indeed, 
That I might gain thy pretty Maidenhead: 
But ſince, my Dear, I can't:my Wiſh obtain, 
Let's now proceed t'inſtruct you in the Game; 
That Game chat brings the moſt ſubſtantial Bliſs; 
F. — of all Games the ſweeteſt is. ; 
Ope wide your Legs, and threw them round my Back, VS 
And claſp your ſnowy Arms about my Neck. * 
Your B——k&s then move nimbly up and down, 
Whilſt with my Hand I chruſt. che Dane. 
You'll fell the Titilation by and by,; | 
Have you no Pleaſure yet, no tickling Joy? 
O! yes, yes, now T faint, I die. 
on Oaia, "HOW, ' eite ſpent, te Tullia ſaid, 
o! what a fooliſh ign rant Thing's a. Maid? 
1 1 long impatiently till J am led 
WH _ Tothat vaſt Scene of Bliſs, à Genial Bed. 
i 41 Af Umple can ſuch Joys produce, 
1 What muſt proceed from Man's prolifick Juice? 
hl that muſt pleaſe one ſure to "fock Exceſs, 
WR What no one can. its Charms in Words expreſs. 
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The Cabinet LOVE. #35: 

"Tis true, my Tullia, you have made me wiſe, brag, 

And drawn this Cloud of Ign'rance from my Eyes. 
But, Faith, tis well I ſhall To-morrow wed,” 1 
Or elſe I'm ſure I never could have ſtaid, | 

But muſt-have thrown away that Toy a. Maidenhead. F 
Tullia, then ſmilling, to her Pupil cry'd, 
Im glad I've made you fit to be a Bride; 
Therefore I hope, that when you're in the Act, 
Vou will upon the Pains I've took reflect, - 
And ſay, To Tullia tis this Blifs'I owe, 4 
For ſhe to:me did firſt the Secrets ſhow, >Þ 
How tis the Pleaſure does from Man to Woman flow. 
She taught me firſt the Raptures which procee, FLY 
From the Injection of Man's gen'rous . 
But now let us, with needful Sleep, awhile 
Refreſh our Limbs, tir d with the pleaſing Teil. 
In grateful Slumbers paſs the Night away. 

285 In expectation of the coming Day. 

5 Which in thy richeſt Pride and Glory dreſs d, 

Shall give thee to the Youth to be poſſeſs'd. 

And . 3 which e cannot be expreſed, 
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Lord Men ev , bis 
WrhoxtPipe, 


AS ever Mortal Man lik me, 

Continually in Jeopardy, 

And always, filly P —, by thee! 

is ſtrange you ſhould be fill ſo ſtout? 

Have you forgot the double Clout, 

That lately ſwath'd your dito opping Snout? ? 
But why ſhould I at that admire, 

When Ulcers, flFd with liquid Fire, 

Could not from make thee retire! 
But in theſe hot and rigid Pains, 

When Venom runs through all thy Veins, 


(The Product of thy tainted Reins) 


Then, even then, thou didſt eſſay 

To lead my tim'rous Fleſh aſtray, 

Still puſhing, though you made no Way. 
There's not a Petticoat goes by, 

But from my Cod-piece out you fly, 

Not to be held 'twixt Hand and Thigh, 2 
I never felt a ſoft white Hand, 

But Hector like you ſtrutting ſtand, 

As if the World you would command. 
Then muſt I never reſt, till ſhe 

Chafe and ſqueeze out my Lechery, 

Which is the very Strength of me. 
For all theſe crying Sins of thine, 

The ſuff ring Part is always mane, 

Tis J am cramm'd with 7 urpentine, 


For 


. Miſcellaneous Po E 1 8. 
For my Sake and your own, beware, 
Remember that you Mortal are, 

And liable to Scald and Scar. 

But if audaciouſly you ſtill 
Will——be againſt my Wall, 
Know, thus thy Leachery III kill. 
Cakes of Ice ſhall wall thee in, 


Pill thou appear'ſt nought elfe but Skin, . 


Not like a=—, but Chitterlin. 

If what I've ſaid will nothing do, 
But ſniveling you {full purſue, 
Loving in Filth and Stench to ſtew, 

My Sentence I'll in Action put, 
Which ſnall ſo tame thee, not to rut, 


That thou ſhalt rivel like a Gut. 
For know, in Snow [I'd rather lie, 

Than ſtill in -#t-n's Flames to fry ; 

Thus —1T'd tame thy Lechery. 


I ND. 


The Mock 8 O N G. 


Love as well as others do; 
I'm young, not yet deform'd : 
My tender Heart, ſincere and true, 
Deſerves not to be ſcorn d. 
Why, Pu II. 18, then. why will you lie 
With forty Lovers more? 
Can I (ſaid ſhe) with Nature vie? 
Alas! J am, alas! I am a Whore, 


Were all my Body larded o'er 
With Darts of Love ſo thick, 
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That might find in ev'ry Pore 
A Mer as. ſandingo— ; 
Whilſt yet my Eyes alone were free, 
My Heart would never doubt, 
In am'rous Rage and Ecſtaſy 1 
To wiſh thoſe Eyes, to TE thoſe Eyes=——out; 


* 


a 020200) 
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Actus I. Scena I. 
The Scene, A Bed. Chanber. 
Enter Tarſander and Swivanthe, 


Ta) OR ſtanding: we kind Nature thank, 
And yet adore thoſe---that make 'em lank. 


3 Mortals ! whoſe ſublimeſt Joy 

Preys on itſelf, ard does itſelf deſtroy. 
Sevi. Do not thy——, Nature beſt Gift, deſpiſe, 

That Girl that made it fall, will make it tiſe ; 

'Tho' it awhile the am'rous Combat ſhun, 

And ſeems from mine into thy Belly run, 

Vet "twill return more vig'rous and more fierce 

Than flaming Drunkard, when he's dy'd in Trerce, 

It but retires, as loſing Gameſters do, 

Till they-have rais'd a Stock to play a-new. 


Tar/, 
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* 


Tarſ. What Pleaſure has a Gameſter, if he knows, 
Whene'er he plays, that he muſt always loſe ? 
Sabi. What——loſes,-'twere a Pain to keep; ; 
We ſay not, that our Nights are loſt in Sleep; 
What Pleaſures we in thoſe ſoft Wars employ, 
We do not waſte, but to he full enjoy. 
[Ex. Tarſander: 


—— - 
. 


Enter CE LI A. 


Cel. Madam, Methinks thoſe ſleepy Eyes declare; — , 
Too lately you have eas'd a Lover's Care, 

I fear you have with Intereſt repaid "7 
"Thoſe eager Thruſts which at your——he made. 

Swi. With Force united, my ſoft Heart he ftorm'd, 
Like Age he doated, but like Youth perform'd. | 
She that alone her Lover can withſtand, 
Is more than Voman, or he leſs than Man. 

| 8 IExeumt. 
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A Panegyrick upon C N 


All ye NYM HS -In lawleſs-Love's Diſport 
Aſſiduous! whaſe ever open Arms 
Both Day and Night ſtand ready to receive 
The fierce Aſſaults of Britains àm'rous Sons! 
Whether with Golden- N. etch or ſtiff Brocade _ 
You ſhine in Play-houſe or the Drawing-Room 
Whores thrice Magnificent! Delight of KINGS,_ 
And Lords of goolieſt Note; or in mean Stuffs 
Ply ev'ry Evening near St. Clement's Pile *, | 
r Church of fam'd St. Dunſtan +, or in Lane, 
Or Alley's dark Receſs, or open Street, 
Known by white Apron, bart'ring Love with Cit, 
Or ſtroling Lawyer's Clerk at cheapeſt Rate; 
Whether of | NEEDHAu's or of || Jox DAxN's Train, 
Hear, and Attend: In Cuxpun's mighty Praiſe 
T ſing, for ſure tis worthy of a Song 5. 
VENUS aſſiſt my Lays, Thou who perſid'ſt 
In City-Ball or Courtly-Maſquerade, 
Godde/s ſupream"! ſole Authreſs of our Loves 
Pure and impure! whoſe Province tis to rule 
Not only o'er the chaſter Marriage-Bed, | 
But filthieſt Stews, and Houſes of kept Dames 


t To 


— 


St. Clement' Church in the Strand. 

. + 8&."'Dunſtan's Church in Fleet ſtreet. 
Þ+ || Tavo noted Bawds. 4 | 
Carmina digna Dea, certe eſt Dea Carmina digns, 
8 Ori. 
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+ To thee I call, and with a friendly Voice, 


Cuno ſing, by CunDun now ſecure 


Boldly the willing Maid,, by Fear awhile : 
Kept virtuous, owns thy Pow'r, and taſtes thy Joys 
Tumultuous; Joys untaſted but for Them. 
Unknown big Belly, and the ſquawling Brat, 
Beſt Guard of Modeſty ! She Riots now 

Thy Vot'ry, in the Fulneſs of thy Bliſs. _ 

« Happy the Man, who in his Pocket keeps, 
„Whether with Green or Scarlet Ribband bound, 
« A well made CUunDUM-——He, nor dreads the IIls 
« Of Shankers or Cordee, or Buboes Dire!” _ 
Thrice Happy He for when in lew'd Embtace 
Of Tranſport-feigning Whore, Creature obſcene ! 
The cold infipid Purchaſe of a Crown! q 
Bleſs'd Chance | Sight ſeldom ſeen ! and moſtly given 
By Templar, or Oxonian——Beſt Support 

Of Drury, and her ſtarv'd Inhabitants ;) | 

With Cunpum arm'd he wages am'rous Fight 

Fearieſs, ſecure; nor Thought of future Pains 
Reſembling Prick of Pins and Needle's Point, 

E'er checks his Rapture, or diſturbs his Joys; _ 

So AFAX, Grecian Chief, with Seven-fold Shield, 
Enormous ! brav'd the Trejan's fierceſt Raye; 

While the hot daring Youth, whoſe giddy Luſt 

Or Taſte too exquiſite, in Danger's Spite : | 
Reſolves upon Fruition, unimpair d 

By intervening. Armour, Cuxpum Hight! 2 
Scarce three Days paſt, bewails the dear-bought Blifs. 
For now tormenting ſore with ſcalding Heat of 
Of Urine, -dread fore-runner of a Clap! 
With Eye repentant, he ſurveys his Shirt 
Diverſify'd with Spots of yellow Hue, 


Sad 


t To thee I call, but with no friendly Voice. 
Devil in Milton. | * 
$ Allufion zo the Splendid Shilling. 


162 — Miſcellaneous Po E Ms. 


Sad Symptom of ten thouſand Woes to come ! 

Now no Relief, but from the Surgeon's Hand, 

Or Pill-preſcribing Leach à, tremendous Sight 
To Youth diſeas'd! In Garret high he moans 

His wretched Fate, where vex'd with nauſeous Draughts 

And more afflicting Bolus, he in Pangs _ 

Unfelt before, curſes the dire Refult | 

Of lawleſs Revelling ; from Morn to Eve 

By never-ceaſing keen Emeticks urg'd ; . 

Nor flights he now his Grannum's Sage Advice: 

Nor feels he only but in Megrim'd Head. 

Head fraught with Horror---Child of Sallow Spleen, 

Millions, of idle Whims and Fancies dance © _ 

Alternate, and perplex his labouring Mind. 

What er'ſt he has been told of ſad Miſchance 
Either in Pox or Clap, of falling Noſe, 

Serap:d Shins, and, Bubzes' Pains, of vile Effect! 
All feels the Youth, or fancies that he feels, | 
"Nay, be it but a Gleet, or gentleſt Clap, 

His ill-ſoreboding Fears deny him Reſt, 

And fancied Poxes vex his tortur d Bones; 
Too late convinc'd of Cundum's Sov'reign Ule. 

Hail, Manes of Love-propagating Rimp! | 
Long ſince deceas'd, and long by me ador'd ; 

From whoſe prolific Brain, by lucky Hit, 

Or Inſpiration from all gracious Heaven, 

Firſt ſprang the mighty Secret; Secret to guard 

From Poiſon virulent of unſound Dame. 

Hail, happy Albion, in whoſe fruitfdl Land 


The wondrous + Pimp aroſe, from whoſe ſtrange Skill x 


In inmoſt Nature, thou haſt reap'd more Fame, 
More ſolid Glory, than from NewrTon's Toil; 
NewrTon who next is Englands nobleſt Boaſt: 
If aught I can prefage, as Smyrna once, 
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*fAn old Word far Doctor. 
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F Colane]/ CUNDUM a invenied them. ; call'd Jas 


Fram bis Name. — 


h Chios 
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5 Chios and Colophon, and Rhodian- Iſle, 
= Famous for vaſt Colos; and Argos fair 
55 And Salamis, well known for Grecian Fight 
== With mighty XERxXE S; and the Source of Arts, 
High Athens! long contended for the Praiſe 


ORE OM 


6&2] Of Hom = x's Birth Place, blind, egregious Bard! 


Or caught by Simile inſidious of the Nymph 
Who in Green-Box, at Play-houſe nightly flaunts, 
And fondly call Thee to Love's luſcious Feaſt, 
Be cautious, ſtay awhile, till fitly amd 
Wich Cunpum, Shield, at“ Rummer 


+] 


= In after Times ſo ſhall with warm Diſpute 
Europa's rival Cities proudly ſtrive, . 5 

* Ambitious each of being deem d the Seat | 

1 Where CN DpUMAN us firſt drew vital Air. 

> Too cruel Fate partial to human Race 

Too us Propitious—But O hard Decree! „„ 
Why, why ſo long in Darkſome Womb of Night 

= Dwelt the profound Arcanum, late reveal d. 
Say I not rather why ye Niggard Stars, 

Are not your Bleſſings given ünpall'd, with Ill, 
And Love, your greateft Blefling, free from Curſes 
Curſe of Diſeaſe! How many gallant Youths : 
2 .Havy fallen by the Iron. Hand of Death 
VVUntimely, immatyre ; As if, to Love, 

"> Youreverlaſting Purpoſe, were a Crime 
But O ye Youths born under happier Stars, | 
= Britannic's chiefeſt Hope l qpon whoſe Cheeks 
Gay Health fits ſmiling, and whoſe nervous Limbs - . 
= Sweet Eaſe, her Offspring fair! invigorates * 
 Unbrac'd as yet by foul Contagion, 

= Favrites of Fortune ! let th — Lot , 
Of others, teach you timely to beware;  _ - 
hat when replete with Love, and ſpurr'd by Luſt, 
== You ſeek the Fair-One in her Cobweb Haunts, 
Or when allur'd by Touch of paſſing Wench, _ _ : -. 


= * Tawo famous Taverns of Intrigue near Covent-Garden. 
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Or never- failing $ Roſe; ſo may you thrum 
Th' exſtatic Harlot, and each joyous Night 
Crown with freſh Raptures ; till at laſt unhurt, 
And ſated with the * you retire, 


By me forewarn'd thus may you ever tread 
Love's the Paths in a Security. 


— — 1 — — — 


$ Two 22 Tavern: of 2 near Covent-Garden. 
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The Happy Life of a Country Parſon. 
— 4 . WN ; GORE 

BY Dr. SWIFT, . 
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Arſon, theſe Gg in thy poſſling 
Are better than the Biſhop's bleſſing. 
A Vięe that makes conſerves; a Steed 
That carries double when there's need: 
Octaber, ſtore; and beſt Virginia, 5 
Tythe-Pig, and mortuary Guinea- fi 5 
Caxettes ſent gratis down, and frank d, i - = 
For which thy Patron's weekly thank d: E 
A large Cyncordance, hound long ſince: | 
Sermons to Charles the Firſt, when Prince ; - 
A Chronicle of ancient ſtanding; | 
A Chry/oftom to ſmooth, thy. band i = 
The Polyglott. rer parts, — my text, 
Hoæobeit . ileuoiſe nor to my next, 
L here the Septuagint— and Paul, 
To ſeem the 9 cloſe of « a ue. 
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He that has theſe, may paſs his life, 
Drink with the Squire and kiſs his wife; 
On Sundays preach, and eat his fill; 
And faſt on Fridays—— if he will; EO 
Toaft Church and Queen, explain the News, 
Talk with Church-Wardens about the Pews, 
Pray heartily for ſome new Gift, 
And ſhake his head at Doctor S7. 
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By Mr. WALL. E R. 
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Air Charmer ceaſe, nor make your voice's prize 
A heart reſign'd, the conqueſt of your eyes: 

Well might, alas! that threatned veſſel fail, 

Which winds and lightning both at once aſſail. 

We were too bleſt with theſe inchanting lays, 


Which muſt be heav'nly when an Angel plays: 


But killing charms your lover's death contrive, 

Leſt heav'nly muſic ſhou'd be heard alive. 

Orpheus cou'd charm the trees, but thus a tree, 
Taught by your hand, can charm no leſs than he; 
A poet made the ſilent, wood purſue, | 
This vocal wood had drawn the Poet too. 
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Uence! vat With Eternity; 45 


Thou wert, e'er Nature's {elf began to be, 
Tuns ane vaſt Nothing, N all flepe ſaſt in thee. 


Thine was the W af n was form'd, on earth, 
4 'Feex fruitful Thought conceiv'd creation's birth, 
| Or midwife \ Word gave aid, 2 and poke the infant fo 


= Then various elements, againſt thee.j Join d. Ho 4 
4} In-one more various animal conibin'd, 


And fram u the clat'rous Fes of buſy hank kind. 


The tongue mov'd. gently firſt, and ſpeech. was FN 
Till wranglt 


ng Science ught i it noiſe and ow, 
And wicked Wit aroſe, t WW Ware 106 2 


But rebel wie deſerts Mes oft” in Vain; z 


Loſt in the maze of words he turns n | 3 | 
And ſeeks a ſurfer ftate, and courts thy ache r reign, 
VI. 


Afflicted Senſe thou kindly. doſt ſet free, 
Oppreſs'd with argumental 


tyranny, 
25 * Reaſon finds a ſafe retreat in thee. vir 


| Miſeellanzous Pot MS. 167 UL 
VII. | 
With: thee in private modeſt Dulneſs lies, 
And in thy boſom lurks in Thought's diſguiſe ; _ 
Thou varniſher of F 1 and cheat of all the Wiſe 
| III. 
Yet thy indulgence is by both confeſt; 
Folly by thee lies ſleeping in the breaſt, 
And *tis in thee at laſt E iſdom ſeeks for reſt, 
Silence, the knave's repute, the whore's good name; 
Ihe only honour of the wiſhing dame; 
© The very want of tongue makes thee a kind of Fame. 


But could'ſt thou ſeize ſome tongues that now are free, 
How Church and State ſhould be oblig'd to thee ? 
At Senate, and at Bar, ** e would'ſt thou be? 
vet ſpeech ev'n there, ſubmiſſively withdraws - 

| From rights of ſubjects, and the poor man's cauſe: 
Then pompous Silence . 70 and ſtills the noiſy Laws 
Paſt ſervices of friends, good deeds of foes, 

What Fav'rites gain, and what the Nation owes, 

== Fly the forgetful world, and in thy arms repoſe. 

z XIII. x 

The country wit, religion of the town, 

The courtier's learning, policy o'th* gown, | 
Are beſt by thee expreſs'd 8 ſhine in thee alone. 
Ihe parſon's cant, the lawyer's ſophiſtry, 

Lord's quibble, critic's jeſt ; all end in thee, 

ll reſt in peace at laſt, and ſleep eternally, 


F 
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